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COUSIN PHILLIS. /..,

PART I

It is a great thing for a lad when he is first
turned into the independence of lodgings. I do not
think I ever was so satisfied and proud in my life
as when, at seventeen, I sate down in a little three-
cornered room above a pastry-cook’s shop in the
county tewn of Eltham. My father had left me
that afternoon, after delivering himself of a few plain
precepts, strongly expressed, for my guidance in the
new course of life on which I was entering. I was
to be a clerk under the engineer who had undertaken
to make the little branch line from Eltham to Horn-
by. My father bad got me this situation, which
was in a position rather above his own in life; or
perhaps I should say, above the station into which
he was born and bred; for he was raising himself
every year in men’s consideration and respect. He
was a mechanic by trade, but he had some inventive
genius, and a great deal of perseverance, and had
devised several valuable improvements in railway
machinery. He did not do this for profit, though,
as was reasonable, what came in the natural course
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my eatables away in the little corner cupboard —
that room was all corners, and everything was placed
in a corner, the fire-place, the window, the cupboard;
I myself seemed to be the only thing in the middle,
and there was hardly room for me. The table was
made of a folding leaf under the window, and
the window looked out upon the market-place; so
the studies for the prosecution of -which my father
had brought himself to pay extra for a sitting-room
for me, ran a considerable chance of being diverted
from books to men and women. I was to have my
meals with the two elderly Miss Browns in the little
parlour behind the three-cornered shop downmstairs;
my breakfasts and dinners at least, for, as my hours
in an evening were likely to be uncertain, my tea
or supper was to be an independent meal.

Then, after this pride and satisfaction, came a
sense of desolation. I had never been from home
before, and I was-an only child; and though my
father’s spoken maxim had been, *“Spare the rod, and
spoil the child,” yet, unconsciously, his heart had
yearned after me, and his ways towards me were
more tender than he knew, or would have approved
of in himself, could he have known. My mother,
who never professed sternness, was far more severe
than my father: perhaps my- boyish faults annoyed
her more; for I remember, now that I have written
the above words, how she pleaded for me once in
my riper years, when I really offended against my
father’s sense of right.

But I have nothing to do with that now. It
is about cousin Phillis that I am going to write,
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youngest member. Occasionally, Mr. Peters, the
minister, would ask me home to tea after the second
service. I dreaded the honour, for I usually sate on
the edge of my chair all the evening, and answered
solemn questions, put in a deep bass voice, until
household prayer-time came, at eight o’clock, when
Mrs. Peters came in, smoothing down her apron,
and the maid-of-all-work followed, and first a sermon,
and then a chapter was read, and a long impromptu
prayer followed, till some instinct told Mr. Peters
that supper-time had come, and we rose from our
knees with hunger for our predominant feeling. Over
supper the minister did unbend a little into one or
two ponderous jokes, as if to show me that ministers
were men, after all. And then at ten o’clock I went
home, and enjoyed my long-repressed yawns in the
three-cornered room before going to bed.

Dinah and Hannah Dawson, so their names were
put on the board above the shop-door — I always
called them Miss Dawson and Miss Hannah — con-
sidered these visits of mine to Mr. Peters as the
greatest honour a young man could have; and
evidently theught that if, after such privileges, I did
not work out my salvation, I was a sort of modern
Judas Iscariot. On the contrary, they shook their
heads over my intercourse with Mr. Holdsworth. He
had been so kind to me in many ways, that when I
cut into my ham, I hovered over the thought of
agking him to tea in my room, more especially as
the annual fair was being held in Eltham market-
place, and the sight of the booths, the merry-go-
rounds, the wild-beast shows, and such country pomps,
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stay here for two days and a night — to a pretty
village hard by, Heathbridge proper; and how I
hoped we should often have to go there, for the
shaking, uncertain ground was puzzling our engineers
— one end of the line going up as soon as the other
was weighted down. (I had no thought for -the
shareholders’ interests, as may be seen; we had to
make a new line on firmer ground before the junction
railway was completed.) I told all this at great
length, thankful to fill up my paper. By return
letter, I heard that a second-cousin of my mother’s
was married to the Independent minister of Hornby,
Ebenezer Holman by name, and lived at Heath-
bridge proper; .the very Heathbridge I had de-
scribed, or so my mother believed, for she had never
seen her cousin Phillis Green, who was something
of an heiress (my father believed), being her father’s
only child, and old Thomas Green had owned an
estate of -near upon fifty acres, which must have
come to his daughter. My mother’s feeling of kin-
ship seemed to have been strongly stirred by the
mention of Heathbridge; for my father said she de-
sired me, if ever I went thither again, to make in-
quiry for the Reverend Ebenezer Holman; and if
indeed he lived there, I was further to ask if he had
not married one Phillis Green; and if both these
' questions were answered in the affirmative, I was to
go and introduce myself as the only child of Mar-
garet Manning, born Moneypenny. I was enraged
at myself for having named Heathbridge at all,
when I found what it was drawing down upon me.
One Independent minister, as I said to myself, was
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Holman, and he was an Independent minister, and,
as far as the landlord could tell, his wife’s Christian
name was Phillis, anyhow her maiden name was
Green.” '

“Relations of yours?” asked Mr. Holdsworth.

- “No, sir — only my mother’s second-cousins.
Yes, I suppose they are relations. But I never saw
them in my life.”

“The Hope Farm is not a stone’sthrow from
here,” said the officious landlord, going to the win-
dow. “If you carry your eye over yon bed of
hollyhocks, over the damsor-trees in the orchard
yonder, you may see a stack of queer-like stone
chimneys. Them is the Hope Farm chimneys; it's
an old place, though Holman keeps it in good
order.”

Mr. Holdsworth had risen from the table with
more promptitude than I had, and was standing by
the window, looking. At the landlord’s last words,
he turned round, smiling, — “It is not often
that parsons know how to keep land in order,
is it?”

“Beg pardon, sir, but I must speak as I find;
and Minister Holman — we call the Church clergy-
man here ‘parson,’ sir; he would be a bit jealous if
he heard a Dissenter called parson — Minister Hol-
man knows what he’s about as well as e'er a farmer
in the neighbourhood. He gives up five days a week
to his own work, and two to the Lord’s; and it is
difficult to say which he works hardest at. He spends
Saturday and Sunday a-writing sermons and a-visiting
his flock at Hornby; and at five o’clock on Monday
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morning he’ll be guiding his plough in the Hope
Farm yonder just as well as if he could neither read
nor write. But your dinner will be getting cold, gen-
tlemen.”

So we went back to table. After a while, Mr.
Holdsworth broke the silence: — “If I were you,
Manning, I'd look up these relations of yours. You
can go and see what they're like while we're waiting
for Dobson's estimates, and I'll smoke a cigar in the
garden meanwhile.”

“Thank you. sir. But I don't know them, and
I don’t think I want to know them.”

“What did you ask all those questions for,
then?” said he, looking quickly up at me. He had
no notion of doing or saying things without a pur-
pose. I did not answer, so he continued, — “Make
up your mind, and go off and see what this farmer--
minister is like, and come back and tell me — I
should like to hear.”

I was so in the habit of yielding to his authority,
or influence, that I never thought of resisting, but
went on my errand, though I remember feeling as if
I would rather have bad my head cut off. The
landlord, who had evidently taken an interest in the
event of our discussion in a way that country land-
lords have, accompanied me to the house-door, and
gave me repeated directions, as if I was likely to
miss my way in two hundred yards. But I listened
to him, for I was glad of the delay, to screw up
my courage for the effort of facing unknown people
and introducing myself. I went along the lane, I
recollect, switching at all the taller roadside weeds,
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till, after a turn or two, I found myself close in
front of the Hope Farm. There was a garden be-
tween the house and the shady, grassy lane; I after-
wards found that this garden was called the court; per-
haps because there was a low wall round it, with an
iron railing on the top of the wall, and two great
gates between pillars crowned with stone balls for a
state entrance to the flagged path leading up to the
front door. It was not the habit of the place to go
in either by these great gates or by the front door;
the gates, indeed, were locked, as I found, though
the door stood wide open. I had to go round by a
side-path lightly worn on a broad grassy way, which
led past the court-wall, past a horse-mount, half
covered with stone-crop and the little wild yellow
fumitory, to another door— ‘“the curate,” as I found
it was termed by the master of the house, while the
front door, “handsome and all for show,” was termed
the “rector.” I knocked with my hand upon the
“curate” door; a tall girl, about my own age, as I
thought, came and opened it, and stood there silent,
waiting to know my errand. I see her now — cousin
Phillis. The westering sun shone full upon her, and
made a slanting stream of light into the room within.
She was dressed in dark blue cotton of some kind;
up to her throat, down to her wrists, with a little frill
of the same wherever it touched her white skin.
And such a white skin as it was! I have never
seen the like. She had light hair, nearer yellow
than any other colour. She looked me steadily in
the face with large, quiet eyes, wondering, but un-
troubled by the sight of a stranger. I thought it
Cousin Phillis, etc. 2 '
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steady gaze of those deep grey eyes was upon me,
though once, when I stealthily raised mine to hers,
she was examining something on the wall above my
head.

When I had answered all my cousin Holman's
questions, she heaved a long breath, and said, “To
think of Margaret Moneypenny's boy being in our
house! I wish the minister was here. Phillis, in
what field is thy father to-day?”

“In the five-acre; they are beginning to cut the
corn.”

“He'll not -like being sent for, then, else I
should have liked you to have seen the minister.
But the five-acre is a good step off. You shall have
a glass of wine and a bit of cake before you stir
from this house, though. You're bound to go, you
say, or else the minister comes in mostly when the
men have their four o’clock.”

“I must go — I ought to have been off before
now.”

“Here, then, Phillis, take the keys.” She gave
her daughter some whispered directions, and Phillis
left the room.

“She is my cousin, is she not?” I asked. I
knew she was, but somehow I wanted to talk of her,
and did not know how to begin.

“Yes — Phillis Holman. She is our only child
— now.”

Either from that “now,” or from a strange mo-
mentary wistfulness in her eyes, I knew that there
had been more children, who were now dead.

“How old is cousin Phillis?” said I, scarcely

g%
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look and see how she took my compliment. “I must
go now," said I, rising. -

Neither of the women had thought of sharing in
the wine; cousin Holman had broken a bit of cake
for form’s sake.

“I wish the minister had been within,” said his
wife, rising too. Secretly I was very glad he was
not. I did not take kindly to ministers in those
days, and I thought he must be a particular kind of
man, by his ohjecting to the term May-day. But
before 1 went, cousin Holman made me promise that
I would come back on the Saturday following and
spend Sunday with them; when I should see some-
thing of *the minister.” :

“Come on Friday, if you can,” were her last
words as she stood at the curate-door, shading her
eyes from the sinking sun with her hand.

Inside the house sate cousin Phillis, her golden
hair, her dazzling complexion, lighting up the corner
of the vine-shadowed room. She had not risen when
I bade her good-by; she had looked at me straight

as she said her tranquil words of farewell.

“I found Mr. Holdsworth down at the line, hard
at work superintending. As soon as he had a pause,
he said, “ Well, Manning, what are the new cousins
like? How do preaching and farming seem to get
on together? If the minister turns out to be prac-
tical - as well as reverend, I shall begin to respect
him.”

But he hardly attended to my answer, he was so
much more occupied with directing his work-people.
Indeed, my answer did not come very readily; and

1
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at her feet, and threw handsful of corn down for the
pigeons that cooed and fluttered in the air a.round
in expectation of this treat.

I had a thorough welcome as soon as she saw
me. “Now this is kind — this is right down friendly,”
shaking my hand warmly. ¢“Phillis, your cousin
Manning is come!”

“Call me Paul, will you?” said I; “they call
me so at home, and Manning in the office.”

“Well, Paul, then. Your room is all ready for
you, Pa.ul for, as I said to the minister, ‘I'll have
it ready whether he comes o’ Friday or not” And
the minister said he must go up to the Ashfield whe-
ther you were to come or not; but he would come
home betimes to see if you were here. I'll show
you to your room, and you can wash the dust off a
bit.”

After I came down, I think she did not quite
know what to do with me; or she might think that
I was dull; or she might have work to do in which
I hindered her; for she called Phillis, and bade her
put on her bonnet, and go with me to the Ashfield,
and find father. So we set off, I in a little flutter
of a desire to make myself agreeable, but wishing
that my companion were not quite so tall; for she
was above me in height. While I was wondering
how to begin our conversation, she took up the
words.

“I suppose, cousin Paul you have to be very
busy at your work all day long in general.”

“Yes, we have to be in the office at half-past
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eight; and we have an hour for dinner, and then we
go at it again till eight or nine.”

“Then you have not much time for reading.”

“No,” said I, with a sudden consciousness that
I did not make the most of what leisure I had.

“No more have I. Father always gets an hour
before going a-field in the mornings, but mother does
not like me to get up so early.”

“My mother is always wanting me to get up
earlier when I am at home.”

“What time do you get up?”

“Oh! — ah! — sometimes half-past six; not
often though;” for I remembered only twice that I
had done so during the past summer.

She turned her head and looked at me.

“Father is up at three; and so was mother till
she was ill. I should like to be up at four.”

“Your father up at three! Why, what has he
to do at that hour?”

“What has he not to do? He has his private
exercise in his own room; he always rings the great
bell which calls the men to milking; he rouses up
Betty, our maid; as often as not he gives the horses
their feed before the man is up — for Jem, who
takes care of the horses, is an old man; and father
is always loth to disturb him; he looks at the calves,
and the shoulders, heels, traces, chaff, and eorn be-
fore the horses go a-field; he has often to whip-cord
the plough-whips; he sees the hogs fed; he looks
into the swill-tubs, and writes his orders for what is
wanted for food for man and beast; yes, and for
fuel, too. And then, if he has a bit of time to



" is father,

COUSIN PHILLIS. . 25

spare, he comes in and reads with me — but only
English; we keep Latin for the evenings, that we
may have time to enjoy it; and then he calls in the
man to breakfast, and cuts the boys’ bread and
cheese; and sees their wooden bottles filled, and
sends them off to their work; — and by this time
it is half-past six, and we have our breakfast. There
" she exclaimed, pointing out to me a man
in his shirt-sleeves, taller by the head than the other
two with whom he was working._ We only saw him
through the leaves of the ash- rles growing in the
hedge, and I thought I must be confusing the figures,
or mistaken: that man still looked like a very power-
ful labourer, and had none of the precise demure-
ness of appearance which I had always imagined was
the characteristic of a minister. It was the Reverend
Ebenezer Holman, however. He gave us a nod as
we entered the stubble-field; and I think he would

* have come to meet us but that he was in the middle

of giving some directions to his men. I could see
that Phillis was built more after his type than her
mother’s. He, like his daughter, was largely made,
and of a fair, ruddy complexion, whereas hers was
brilliant and delicate. His hair had been yellow or
sandy, but now was grizzled. Yet his grey hairs -
betokened no failure in strength. I never saw a
more powerful man — deep chest, lean flanks, well-
planted head. By this time we were nearly up to
him; and he interrupted himself and stepped forwards;
holding out his hand to me, but addressing Phillis.
“Well, my lass, this is cousin Manning, I sup-
pose. Wait a minute, young man, and I'll put on
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“I dare say you railway gentlemen don’t wind
up the day with singing a psalm together,” said he;
“but it is not a bad practice, not a bad practice.
‘We have had it a bit earlier to-day.for hospitality’s
sake — that's all.”

I had nothing particular to say to this, though I
was thinking a great deal. From time to time I
stole a look at my companion. His coat was black,
and so was his waistcoat; neckcloth he had none, his
strong full throat being bare above the snow-white
shirt. He wore drab-coloured knee-breeches, grey
worsted stockings (I thought I knew the maker), and
strong-nailed shoes.. He carried his hat in his hand,
as if he liked to feel the coming breeze lifting his
hair. After a while, I saw that the father took hold
of the daughter’s hand, and so, they holding each
other, went along towards home. We had to cross
a lane. In it there were two little children, one
lying prone on the grass in a passion of crying, the
other standing stock still, with its finger in its mouth,
the large tears slowly rolling down its cheeks for
sympathy. The cause of their distress was evident:
there was a broken brown pitcher, and a little pool
of spilt milk on the road.

“Hollo! Hollo! What's all this?” said the
minister.  “Why, what have you been about,
Tommy,” lifting the little petticoated lad, who was
lying sobbing, with .one vigorous arm. Tommy
looked at him with surprise in his round eyes, but no
affright — they were evidently old acquaintances.

“Mammy's jug!” said he, at last, beginning to
cry afresh.
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“Well! and will erying piece mammy's jug, or
pick up spilt milk? How did you manage it,
Tommy?”

“He" (Jerkmg his head at the other) “and me
was running races.’

“Tommy said he could beat me,” put in the

~ other.

“Now, I wonder what will make you two silly
lads mind, and not Tun races again with a pitcher
of milk between you,” said the minister, as if musing. -
“I might flog you, and so save mammy the trouble;
for I dare say she'll do it if I don’t.” The fresh
burst of whimpering from ‘both showed the probabi-
lity of this. “Or I might take you to the Hope
Farm, and give you some more milk; but then you'd
be running races again, and my milk would follow
that to-the ground, and make another white pool. T

- think the flogging would be best — don’t you?”
- “We would never run races no more," said the
eldet ‘of the two. -

. “Then you'd not be boys; you'd be angels.”

“No, we shouldn’t.”

“Why not?"

They looked into each other's eyes for an answer

. to this puzzling question. At length, one said,
“Angels is dead folk.”

“Come; we'll not get too deep into theology.
What do you think of my lending you a tin can
with a lid to carry the milk home in? That would
not break, at any rate; though I would not answer
for the milk not spilling if you ran races. That's it!”

He had dropped his daughter's hand; and now

[
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held out each of his to the little fellows. Phillis and
I followed, and listened to the prattle which the
minister’s companions now poured out to him, and
which he was evidently enjoying. At a certain point,
there was a sudden burst of the tawny, ruddy-evening
landscape. The minister turned round and quoted a
line or two of Latin.

“It's wonderful,” said he, “how exactly Virgil
has hit the enduring epithets, nearly two thousand
years ago, and in Italy; and yet how it describes to
a T what is now lying before us in the parish of
Heathbridge, county , England.”

“I dare say it does,” said I, all aglow with shame,
for I had forgotten the little Latin I ever knew.

The minister shifted his eyes to Phillis’s face; it
mutely gave him back the sympathetic appreciation
that I, in my ignorance, could not bestow.

“Oh! this is worse than the catechism,” thought
I; “that was only remembering words.”

“Phillis, lass, thou must go home with these
lads, and tell their mother all about the race and the
milk. Mammy must always know the truth,” now.
speaking to the children. ‘“And tell her, too, from
me that I have got the best birch rod in the parish;
and that if she ever thinks her children want a
flogging she must bring them to me, and, if I think
they deserve it, I'll give it them better than she can.”
So Phillis led the children towards the dairy, some-
where in the back yard, and I followed the minister
in. through the “curate” into the house-place.

“Their mother,” said he, is a bit of a vixen,
and apt to punish her children without rhyme or
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from it, over the bright wood-fire; everything that
ought to be black and polished in that room was
black and polished; and the flags, and window-
curtains, and such things as were to be white and
clean, were just spotless in their purity. Opposite
.to the fire-place, extending the whole length of the
room, was an oaken shovel-board, with the right in-
cline for a skilful player to send the weights into
the prescribed space. There were baskets of white
work about, and a small shelf of books hung against
the wall, books used for reading, and not for prop-
ping up a beau-pot of flowers. I took down one or
two of those books once when I was left alone in
the house-place on the first evening — Virgil, Ceesar,
a Greek grammar — oh, dear ah me! and Phillis
Holman'’s name in each of them! I shut them up,
and put them back in their places, and walked as
far away from the bookshelf as I could. Yes, and
I gave my cousin Phillis a wide berth, although she
was sitting at her work quietly enough, and her hair
was looking more golden, her dark eyelashes longer,
her round pillar of a throat whiter than ever. We
had done tea, and we had returned into the house-
place that the minister might smoke his pipe with-
out fear of contaminating the drab damask window-
curtains of the parlour. He had made himself “re-
verend” by putting on one of the voluminous white
muslin neckecloths that I had seen cousin Holman
ironing that first visit I had paid to the Hope Farm,
and by making one or two other unimportant changes
in his dress. He sate looking steadily at me, but
whether he saw me or not I cannot tell. At the
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stand it all. You've a clear, good head of your
own, my lad, — choose how you came by it.”

“From my father,” said I, proudly. ‘“Have you
not heard of his discovery of a new method of shunt-
ing? It was in the Qasetfe. It was patented. I
thought every one had heard of Manning’s patent
winch.”

“We don't know who invented the alphabet,”
said he, half smiling, and taking up his pipe.

“No, I dare say not, sir,” replied I, half of-
fended; “that’s so long ago.”

Puff — puff — puff.

“But your father must be a notable man. I
heard of him once before; and it is not many a one
fifty miles away whose fame reaches Heathbridge.”

“My father is a notable man, sir. It is not me
that says so; it is Mr. Holdsworth, and — and every-
body.”

“He is right to stand up for his father,” said
cousin Holman, as if she were pleading for me.

I chafed inwardly, thinking that my father needed
no one to stand up for him. He was man sufficient
for himself.

“Yes — he is right,” said the minister, placidly.
“Right, because it comes from his heart — right,
too, as I believe, in point of fact. Else there is
many a young cockerel that will stand upon a
dunghill and crow about his father, by way of mak-
ing his own plumage to shine. I should like to
know thy father,” he went on, turning straight to
me, with a kindly, frank look in his eyes.

But I was vexed, and would take no notice.

Cousin Phillis, ete. » 3
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... well, never mind! I took ’em both, and made
my old coat do a bit longer; but all’s fish that comes
. to my net. I have fewer books than leisure to read
them, and I have a prodigious big appetite. Here

it is.” o

It was a volume of stiff mechanics, involving
many technical terms, and some rather deep mathe-
matics. These last, which would have puzzled me,
seemed easy enough to himj; all that he wanted was
the explanations of the technical words, which I
could easily give.

‘While he was looking through the book to find
the places where he had been puzzled, my wander-
ing eye caught on some of the papers on the wall,
and I could not help reading one, which has stuck
by me ever since. At first, it seemed a kind of
weekly diary; but then I saw that the seven days
were portioned out for special prayers and interces-
sions: Monday for his family, Tuesday for enemies,
‘Wednesday for the Independent churches, Thursday
for all other churches, Friday for persons afflicted,
Saturday for his own soul, Sunday for all wanderers
and sinners, that they might be brought home to
the fold.

We were called back into the house-place to
have supper. A door opening into the kitchen was
opened; and all stood up in both rooms, while the
minister, tall, large, one hand resting on the spread
table, the other lifted up, said, in the deep voice
that would have been loud had it not been so full
and rich, but with the peculiar accent or twang that

I believe is considered devout by some . people,
. 3%
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now that railroads are coming so near us, it behoves
us to know something about them.”

I thought of his own description of his “pro-
digious big appetite” for learning. And he had a
good appetite of his own for the more material
victual before him. But I saw, or fancied I saw,
that he had some rule for himself in the matter both
of food and drink.

As soon as supper was done the household as-
gembled for prayer. It was a long impromptu even-
ing prayer; and it would have seemed desultory -
enough had I not had a glimpse of the kind of day
that preceded it, and so been able to find a clue to
the thoughts that preceded the disjointed utterances;
for he kept there, kneeling down in the centre of a
circle, his eyes shut, his outstretched hands pressed
palm to palm — sometimes with a long pause of
silence, as if waiting to see if there was anything
else he wished to “lay before the Lord” (to use his
own expression) — before he concluded with the
blessing. He prayed for the cattle and live creatures,
rather to my surprise; for my attention had begun
to wander, till it was recalled by the familiar
words. '

" And here I must not forget to name an odd in-
cident at the conclusion of the prayer, and before
we had risen from our knees (indeed before Betty
was well awake, for she made a nightly practice of
having a sound nap, her weary head lying on her
stalwart arms); the minister, still kneeling in our
midst, but with his eyes wide open, and his arms
dropped by his side, spoke to the elder man, who
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my basin of bread and milk was put on the oven-
top to await my coming down. Every one was gone
about their work. The first to come into the house-
place was Phillis- with a basket of eggs. Faithful
to my resolution, I asked, —

“What are those?”

She looked at me for a moment, and then said
gravely —

“Potatoes!”

“No! they are not,” said I. “They are eggs.
‘What do you mean by saying they are potatoes?”

“What do you mean by asking me what they
~ were, when they were plain to be seen?” retorted
she.

We were both getting a little angry with each
other.

“I don’t know. I wanted to begin to talk to
you; and I was afraid you would talk to me about
books as you did yesterday. I have not read much;
and you and the minister have read so much.”

“I have not,” said she. ‘“But you are our guest;
and mother says I must make it pleasant to you.
We won't talk of books. What must we talk
about?”

“I don’t know. How old are you?”

“Seventeen last May. How old are you?”

“I am nineteen. Older than you by nearly two
years,” said I, drawing myself up to my full height.

“I should not have thought you were above six-
teen,” she replied, as quietly as if she were not say-
ing the most provoking thing she possibly could.
Then came & pause.
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PART IL

Cousiy HoLmaN gave me the weekly county
newspaper to read aloud to her, while she mended
stockings out of a high piled-up basket, . Phillis
helping her mother. I read and read, unregardful
of the words I was uttering, thinking of all manner
of other things; of the bright colour of Phillis's hair,
as the afternoon sun fell on her bending head; of
the silence of the house, which enabled me to hear
the double tick of the old clock which stood half-
way up the stairs; of the variety of inarticulate noises
which cousin Holman made while I read, to show
her sympathy, wonder, or horror at the newspaper
intelligence. The tranquil monotony of that hour
made me feel as if I had lived for ever, and should
live for ever droning out paragraphs in that warm
sunny room, with my two quiet hearers, and the
curled-up pussy cat sleeping on the hearth-rug, and the
clock on the house-stairs perpetually clicking out the
passage of the moments. By-and-by Betty the servant
came to the door into the kitchen, and made a sign
to Phillis, who put her half-mended stocking down,
and went away to the kitchen without a word. Looking
at cousin Holman a minute or two afterwards, I saw
that she had dropped her chin upon her breast, and
had fallen fast asleep. I put the newspaper down,
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much! Paring apples is nothing, if I could only
make out this old Italian. - I wish you knew it.”

“I wish I did,” said I, moved by her impetuosity
of tone. “If, now, only Mr. Holdsworth were here;
he can speak Italian like anything, I believe.”

“Who is Mr. Holdsworth?” said Phillis, look-
ing up.

“Oh, he’s our head engineer. He's a regular
first-rate fellow! He can do anything;” my hero-
worship and my pride in my chief all coming into
play. Besides, if I was not clever and book-learned
myself, it was something to belong to some one
who was.

“How is it that he speaks Italian?” asked
Phillis.

“He had to make a railway through Piedmont,
which is in Italy, I believe; and he had to talk to
all the workmen in Italian; and I have heard him
say that for nearly two years he had only Italian
books to read in the queer outlandish places he
was in.”

“Oh, dear!” said Phillis; “I wish " and
then she stopped. I was not quite sure whether to
say the next thing that came into my mind; but I
said it.

“Could I ask him anything about your book, or
your difficulties?”

She was silent for a minute or two, and then
she made reply —

“No! I think not. Thank you very much,
though. I can generally puzzle a thing out in time.
And then, perhaps, I remember it better than if
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monition are good for anything, they are needed by
the men as much as by the women.”

“Cannot you go and see them in their places
of business, and remind them of their Christian
privileges and duties, minister?” asked cousin Hol-
man, who evidently thought that her husband’s
words could never be out of place.

“No!” said he, shaking his head. “I judge
them by myself. If there are clouds in the sky,
and I am getting in the hay just ready for loading,
and rain sure to come in the night, I should look
ill upon brother Robinson if he came into the field
to speak about serious things.”

“But, at any rate, father, you do good to the
women, and perhaps they repeat what you have
said to them to their husbands and children?”

“It is to be hoped they do, for I cannot reach
the men directly; but the women are apt to tarry
before coming to me, to put on ribbons and gauds;
as if they could hear the message I bear to them
best in their smart clothes. Mrs. Dobson to-day
Phillis, I am thankful thou dost not care for the
vanities of dress!”

Phillis reddened a little as she said, in a low
humble voice, —

“But I do, father, I'm afraid. I often wish I
could wear pretty-coloured ribbons round my throat
like the squire’s daughters.”

“It's but natural, minister!” said his wife; “I'm
not above liking a silk gown better than a cotton
one, myself!”

“The love of dress is a temptation and a snare,”
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dren will starve. I wish we could move to the
grey room.”

I do not remember much more of my first visit
to the Hope Farm. We went to chapel in Heath-
bridge, slowly and decorously walking along the
lanes, ruddy and tawny with the colouring of the
coming autumn. The minister walked a little be-
fore us, his hands behind his back, his head bent
down, thinking about the discourse to be delivered
to his people, cousin Holman said; and we spoke
low and quietly, in order not to interrupt his thoughts.
But I could not help noticing the respectful greetings
which he received from both rich and poor as we
went along; greetings which he acknowledged with
a kindly wave of his hand, but with no words of
reply. As we drew near the town, I could see some
of the young fellows we met cast admiring looks on
Phillis; and that made me look too. She had on a
white gown, and a short black silk cloak, according
to the fashion of the day. A straw bonnet with
brown ribbon strings; that was all. But what her
dress wanted in colour, her sweet bonny face had.
The walk made her cheeks bloom like the rose; the
very whites of her eyes had a blue tinge in them,
and her dark eyelashes brought out the depth of the
blue eyes themselves. Her yellow hair was put away
as straight as its natural curliness would allow. If
she did not perceive the admiration she excited, I
am sure cousin Holman did; for she looked as fierce
and as proud as ever her quiet face could look,
guarding her treasure, and yet glad to perceive that
others could see that it was a treasure. That after-
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member one small event, and that was one that I
think I took more notice of than any one else:
Phillis left off wearing the pinafores that had always
been so obnoxious to me; I do not know why they
were banished, but on one of my visits I found them
replaced by pretty linen aprons in the morning, and
a black silk one in the afternoon. And the blue
cotton gown became a brown stuff one as winter
drew on; this sounds like some book I once read, in
which a migration from the blue bed to the brown
was spoken of as a great family event.

Towards Christmas my dear father came to see
me, and to consult Mr. Holdsworth about the im-
provement which has since been known as ‘“‘Man-
ning’s driving wheel.” Mr. Holdsworth, as I think I
have before said, had a very great regard for my
father, who had been employed in the same great
machine-shop in which Mr. Holdsworth had served
his apprenticeship; and he and my father had many
mutual jokes about one of these gentlemen-apprentices
who used to set about his smith’s work in white
wash-leather gloves, for fear of spoiling his hands.
Mr. Holdsworth often spoke to me about my father
as having the same kind of genius for mechanical
invention as that of George Stephenson, and my
father had come over now to consult him about
several improvements, as well as an offer of partner-
ship. It was a great pleasure to me to see the
mutual regard of these two men. Mr. Holdsworth,
young, handsome, keen, well-dressed, an object of
admiration to all the youth of Eltham; my father, in
his. decent but unfashionable Sunday clothes, his

4
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we returned to look at the cattle, housed and bedded
in expectation of the snow-storm hanging black on
the western horizon, and my father learned the points
of a cow with as much attention as if he meant to
turn farmer. He had his little book that he used
for mechanical memoranda and measurements in his
pocket, and he took it out to write down “straight
back,” “small muzzle,” “deep barrel,” and I know
not what else, under the head “cow.” He was very
critical on a turnip-cutting machine, the clumsiness
of which first incited him to talk; and when we went
into the house he sat thinking and quiet for a bit,
while Phillis and her mother made the last prepara-
tions for tea, with a little unheeded apology from
cousin Holman, because we were not sitting in the
best parlour, which she thought might be chilly on
8o cold a night. I wanted nothing better than the
blazing, crackling fire that sent a glow over all the
house-place, and warmed the snowy flags under our
feet till they seemed to have more heat than the crimson
rug right in front of the fire. After tea, as Phillis
and I were talking together very happily, I heard
an irrepressible exclamation from cousin Holman, —

“Whatever is the man about!”

And on looking round, I saw my father takmg
a straight burning stick out of the fire, and, after
waiting fora minute, and examining the charred end
to see if it was fitted for his purpose, he went to the
hardwood dresser, scoured to the last pitch of white-
ness and cleanliness, and began drawing with the
stick; the best substitute for chalk or charcoal within
his reach, for his pocket-book pencil was not strong

4%
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as he spoke to her, which always made. her look
contented and peaceful again. I do not think that
Phillis ever perceived these little shadows; in the
first place, she had such complete reverence for her
parents that she listened to them both as if they had
been St. Peter and St. Paul; and besides, she was al-
ways too much engrossed with any matter in hand to
think about other people’s manners and looks.

This night I could see, though she did not, how
much she was winning on my father. She asked a
few questions which showed that she had followed
his explanations up to that point; possibly, too, her
unusual beauty might have something to do with his
favourable impression of her; but he made no scruple
of expressing his admiration of her to her father and
mother in her absence from the room; and from that
evening I date a project of his which came out to
me a day or two afterwards, as we sate in my little
three-cornered room in Eltham.

“Paul,” he began, “I never thought to be a
rich man; but I think it’s coming upon me. Some
folk are making a deal of my new machine” (calling
it by its technical name), “and Ellison, of the Bor-
ough Green Works, has gone so far as to ask me
to be his partner.””

“Mr. Ellison the Justice! — who lives in King
Street? why, he drives his carriage!” said I, doubt-
ing, yet exultant.

“Ay, lad, John Ellison. But that’s no sign that
I shall drive my carriage. Though I should like
to save thy mother walking, for she’s not so young
as she was. But that's a long way off, any how.
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I was thy age, I would ha’ given my right hand if
I might ha' thought of the chance of wedding the
lass I cared for ”

“My mother?” asked I, a little struck by the
change of his tone of voice.

“No! not thy mother. Thy mother is a very
good woman — none better. No! the lass I cared
for at nineteen ne’er knew how I loved her, and a
year or two after and she was dead, and ne'er knew.
I think she would ha’ been glad to ha' known it,
poor Molly; but I had to leave the place where we
lived for to try to earn my bread — and I meant

- to come back — but before ever I did, she was
dead and gone: I ha’ never gone there since. But
if you fancy Phillis Holman, and can get her to fancy
you, my lad, it shall go different with you, Paul, to
what it did w1th your father.”

I took counsel with myself very rapidly, and I
came to a clear conclusion.

“Father,” said I, “if I fancied Phillis ever so
much, she would never fancy me. I like her as
much asI could like a sister, and she likes me as if
I were her brother — her younger brother.”

I could see my father's countenance fall a little.

“You see she’s so clever — she’s more like a man
than a woman — she knows Latin and Greek.”

“She’d forget 'em, if she'd a houseful of children,”
was my father's comment on this.

“But she knows many a thing besides, and is
wise as well as learned; she has been so much with
her father. She would never think much of me, and
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“Why, Mr. Manning, what fair lady are you de-
seribing ?” asked Mr. Holdsworth, who had come
quickly and suddenly upon our #éte-a-téte, and had
caught my father's last words as he entered the
room. : :

,Both my father and I felt rather abashed; it was
such an odd subject for us to be talking about; but
my father, like a straightforward simple man as he
was, spoke out the truth.

“I've been telling Paul of Ellison’s offer, and
saying how good an opening it made for him —”

“I wish I'd as good,” said Mr. Holdsworth. ‘“But
has the business a ‘pretty mouth?’”

“You're always so full of your joking, Mr. Holds-
worth,” said my father. “I was going to say that
if he and his cousin Phillis Holman liked to make
it up between them, I would put no spoke in the
wheel.”

“Phillis Holman!” said Mr. Holdsworth. “Is
she the daughter of the minister-farmer out at Heath-
bridge? Have I been helping on the course of true
love by letting you go there so often? I knew no-
thing of it.”

“There is nothing to know,” said I, more an-
noyed than I chose to show. “There is no more
true love in the case than may be between the first
brother and sister you may choose to meet. I have
been telling father she would never think of me;
she’s a greatdeal taller and cleverer; and I'd rather
be taller and more learned than my wife when I
have one.”

“And it is she, then, that has the pretty mouth
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heard my father's open-hearted confidence — my

hero resumed all his empire over me by his bright

merry laugh.

And if he had not resumed his old place that
night, he would have done so the next day, when,
after my father’s departure, Mr. Holdsworth spoke
about him with such just respect for his character,
such ungrudging admiration of his great mechanical
genius, that I was compelled to say, almost un-
awares, —

“Thank you, sir. I am very much obliged to

ou.”

“Oh, you're not at all. I am only speaking the
truth. Here's a Birmingham workman, self-educated,
one may say — having never associated with stimulat-
ing minds, or had what advantages travel and con-
tact with the world may be supposed to afford —

., working out his own thoughts into steel and iron,
making a scientific name for himself — a fortune,
if it pleases him to work for money — and keeping
his singleness of heart, his perfect simplicity of man-
ner; it puts me out of patience to think of my ex-
pensive schooling, my travels hither and thither, my
heaps of scientific books, and I have done nothing
to speak of. But it’s evidently good blood; there’s
that Mr. Holman, that cousin of yours, made of the
same stuff.”

“But he's only cousin because he married my
mother’s second cousin,” said I

“That knocks a pretty theory on the head, and
twice over, too. I should like to make Holman’s
acquaintance.”
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occupation for my scanty leisure, I did not often go
over to Hope Farm. Whenever I did go, I met
with a thorough welcome; and many inquiries were
made as to Holdsworth’s illness, and the progress of
his recovery.

At length, in June I think it was, he was suffi-
ciently recovered to come back to his lodgings at
Eltham, and resume part at least of his work. His
sister, Mrs. Robinson, had been obliged to leave him
some weeks before, owing to some epidemic amongst
her own children. As long as I had seen Mr. Holds-
worth in the rooms at the little inn at Hensleydale,
where I had been accustomed to look upon him as
an invalid, I had not been aware of the visible
shake his fever had given to his health. But, once
back in the old lodgings, where I had always seen
him so buoyant, eloquent, decided, and vigorous in
former days, my spirits sank at the change in one
whom I had always regarded with a strong feeling
of admiring affection. He sank into silence and de-
spondency after the least exertion; he seemed as if
he could not make up his mind to any action, or
else that, when it was made up, he lacked strength
to carry out his purpose. Of course, it was but the
natural state of slow convalescence, after so sharp
an illness; but, at the time, I did not know this, and
perhaps I represented his state as more serious than
it was to my kind relations at Hope Farm; who, in
their grave, simple, eager way, immediately thought
of the only help they could give.

“Bring him out here,” said the minister. “Our
air here is good to a proverb; the June days are
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line, while I took his place at Eltham to the best
of my ability. I grew a little nervous, as the time
drew near, and wondered how the brilliant Holds-
worth would agree with the quiet quaint family of
the minister; how they would like him, and many
of his half-foreign ways. I tried to prepare him, by
telling him from time to time little things about the
goings-on at Hope Farm.

“Manning,” said he, “I see you don't think I
am half good enough for your friends. Out with it,

~ 1

man.

“No,” I replied, boldly. “I think you are good;
but I don’t know if you are quite of their kind of
goodness.”

“And you've found out already that there is a
greater chance of disagreement between two ‘kinds
of goodness,” each having its own idea of right, than
between a given goodness and a moderate degree of
naughtiness — which last often arises from an in-
difference to right?”

“I don't know. I think you're talking metaphy-
sics, and I am sure that is bad for you.”

“‘When a man talks to you in a way that you
don’t understand about a thing which he does not
understand, them’s metaphysics.” You remember the
clown’s definition, don’t you, Manning?”

“No, I don’t,” said I. ‘“But what I do under-
stand is, that you must go to bed; and tell me at
what time we must start to-morrow, that I may go
to Hepworth, and get those letters written we were
talking about this morning.”

“Wait till to-morrow, and let us seo what the
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stone trough. In such weather as this most of her
kitchen-work was done out of doors.

“Eh, dear!” said she, ‘“‘the minister and missus
is away at Hornby! They ne’er thought of your
coming so betimes! The missus had some errands
to do, and she thought as she’d walk with the min-
ister and be back by dinner-time.”

“Did not they expect us to dinner?” said I

“Well, they did, and they did not, as I may say.
Missus sdid to me the cold lamb would do well
enough if you did not come; and if you did I was
to put on a chicken and some bacon to boil; and
I'll go do it now, for it is hard to boil bacon
enough.” :

“And is Phillis gone, too?” Mr. Holdsworth
was making friends with Rover.

“No! She’s just somewhere about. I reckon
you'll find her in the kitchen-garden, getting peas.”

“Let us go there,” said Holdsworth, suddenly
leaving off his play with the dog.

So I led the way into the kitchen-garden. It
was in the first promise of a summer profuse in
vegetables and fruits. Perhaps it was not so much
cared for as other parts of the property; but it was
more attended to than most kitchen-gardens belong-
ing to farm-houses. There were borders of flowers
along each side of the gravel walks; and there was
an old sheltering wall on the north side covered
with tolerably choice fruit-trees; there was a slope
down to the fish-pond at the end, where there were
great strawberry-beds; and raspberry-bushes and
rose-bushes grew wherever there was a space; it.

Cousin Phillis, elc. 5
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“If you would. But perhaps it will tire you,
sir?” added she, speaking now to Holdsworth.

“Not a bit,” said he. “It will carry me back
twenty years in my life, when I used to gather peas
in my grandfather's garden. I suppose I may eat a
few as I go along?”

“Certainly, sir. But if you went to the straw-
berry-beds you would find some strawberries ripe,
and Paul can show you where they are.”

“I am afraid you distrust me. I can assure you
1 know the exact fulness at which peas should be
gathered. I take great care not to pluck them when
they are unripe. I will not be turned off, as unfit
for my work.”

This was a style of half-joking talk that Phillis
was not accustomed to. She looked for a moment
as if she would have liked to defend herself from the
playful charge of distrust made against her, but shé
ended by not saying a word. We all plucked our
peas in busy silence for the next five minutes. Then
Holdsworth lifted himself up from between the rows,
and said, a little wearily —

“I am afraid I must strike work. I am not as
strong as I fancied myself.”

Phillis was full of penitence immediately. He
did, indeed, look pale; and she blamed herself for
having allowed him to help her.

“It was very thoughtless of me. I did not know
— I thought, perhaps, you really liked it. I ought
to have offered you something to eat, sir! Oh, Paul,
we have gathered quite enough; how stupid I was to
forget that Mr. Holdsworth had been ill!” And in

H*
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“Yes, he cuts his hair foreign fashion,” said I.

“I like an Englishman to look like an English-
man.”

“I don’t think he thinks about it. He says he
began that way when he was in Italy, because
everybody wore it so, and it is natural to keep it on
in England.”

“Not if he began it in Italy, because everybody
there wore it so. Everybody here wears it dif-
ferently.”

I was a little offended with Phillis’s logical
fault-finding with my friend; and I determined to
change the subject.

“When is your mother coming home?”

“I should think she might come any time now;
but she had to go and see Mrs. Morton, who was ill,
and she might be kept, and not be home till dinner.
Don't you think you ought to go and see how Mr.
Holdsworth is going on, Paul? He may be faint
again.”

I went at her bidding; but there was no need
for it. Mr. Holdsworth was up, standing by the
window, his hands in his pockets; he had evidently
been watching us. He turned away as I entered.

“So that is the girl I found your good father
planning for your wife, Paul, that evening when I
interrupted you! Are you of the same coy mind
still? It did not look like it a minute ago.”

“Phillis and I understand each other,” I replied,
sturdily. “We are like brother and sister. She would
not have me as a husband, if there was not another
man in the world; and it would take a deal to make
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round; there were a few volumes at one end of the
shovel-board.

“Fifth volume of Matthew Henry's C’ommentary
said he, reading their titles aloud. * Housewife's
complete Manual; Berridge on Prayer; L'Inferno —
Dante!” in great surprise. “ Why, who reads this?”

“I told you Phillis read it. Don’t you remember?
She knows Latin and Greek, too.”

“To be sure! I remember! But somehow I
never put two and two together. That quiet girl,
full of household work, is the wonderful scholar,
then, that put you to rout with her questions when
you first began to come here. To be sure, ‘Cousin
Phillis]’ What's here: a paper with the hard, ob-
solete words written out. I wonder what sort of a
dictionary she has got. Baretti won't tell her all
these words. Stay! I have got a pencll here. I'll
write down the most accepted meanings, and save her
a little trouble.”

So he took her book and the paper back to the
little round table, and employed himself in writing
explanations and definitions of the words which had
troubled her. I was not sure if he was not taking
a liberty: it did,not quite please me, and yet I did
not know why. He had only just done, and replaced
the paper in the book, and put the latter back in
its place, when I heard the sound of wheels stopping
in the lane, and looking out, I saw cousin Holman
getting out of a neighbour's gig, making her little
curtsey of acknowledgment, and then coming to-
wards the house. I went out to meet her.

“Oh, Paul!” said she, “I am so sorry I was

’
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tween the minister and my much-vaunted friend. On
the Wednesday I received a short note from Holds-
worth; he was going to stay on, and return with me
on the following Sunday, and he wanted me to send
him a certain list of books, his theodolite and other
surveying instruments, all of which could easily be
conveyed down the line to Heathbridge. I went to
his lodgings and picked out the books. Italian,
Latin, trigonometry; a pretty considerable parcel
they made, besides the implements. I began to be
curious as to the general progress of affairs at Hope
Farm, but I could not go over till ‘the Saturday.
At Heathbridge I found Holdsworth, come to meet
me. He was looking quite a different man to what
I had left him; embrowned, sparkles in his eyes, so
languid before. I told him how much stronger he
looked.

“Yes!” said he. “I am fidging fain to be at
work again. Last week I dreaded the thoughts of
my employment; now I am full of desire to begin.
This week in the country has done wonders for
me.”

“You have enjoyed yourself, then?”

“Oh! it has been perfect in its way. Such a
thorough country life! and yet removed from the
dulness which I always used to fancy accompanied
country life, by the extraordinary intelligence of the
minister. I have fallen into calling him ‘the minis-
ter,’ like every one else.”

“You get on with him, then?” said I “I was
a little afraid.”

“I was on the verge of displeasing him once or
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“But,I don’t think the minister will like your
having given her a novel to read?”

“Pooh! What can be more harmless? Why make
a bugbear of a word? It is as pretty and innocent
a tale as can be met with. You don’t suppose they
take Virgsl for gospel ?”

By this time we were at the farm. I think
Phillis gave me a warmer welcome than usual, and
cousin Holman was kindness itself. Yet somehow I
felt as if I had lost my place, and that Holdsworth
had taken it. He knew all the ways of the house;
he was full of little filial attentions to cousin Holman;
he treated Phillis with the affectionate condescension
of an elder brother; not a bit more; not in any way
different. He questioned me about the progress of
affairs in Eltham with eager interest.

“Ah!" said cousin Holman, “you’ll be spending
a different kind of time next week to what you have
done this! I can see how busy you'll make your-
self! But if you don’t take care you'll be ill again,
and have to come back to our quiet ways of going
on.”

“Do you suppose I shall need to be ill to wish
to come back here?” he answered, warmly. “I am
only afraid you have treated me so kindly that I
shall always be turning up on your hands.”

“That's right,” she replied. “Only don’t go and
make yourself ill by over-work. I hope you'll go
on with a cup of new milk every morning, for I am
sure that is the best medicine; and put a teaspoonful
of rum in it, if you like; many a one speaks highly
of that, only we had no rum in the house.”
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Sabbath evening he led us away into talk on profane
subjects ill befitting the day.”

By this time we were at the house, and our con-
versation stopped. But before the day was out, I
saw the unconscious hold that my friend had got
over all the family. And no wonder: he had seen
so much and done so much as compared to them,
and he told about it all so easily and naturally, and
yet as I never heard any one else do; and his ready
pencil was out in an instant to draw on scraps of
paper all sorts of illustrations — modes of drawing
up water in Northern Italy, wine-carts, buffaloes,
stone-pines, I know not what. After we had all
looked at these drawings, Phillis gathered them to-
gether, and took them.

It is many years since I have seen thee, Edward
Holdsworth, but thou wast a delightful fellow! Ay,
and a good one too; though much sorrow was caused
by thee!
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PART IIIL

Jusr after this I went home for a week’s holiday.
Everything was prospering there; my father’s new
partnership gave evident satisfaction to both parties.
There was no display of increased wealth in our
modest household; but my mother had a few extra
comforts provided for her by her husband. I made
acquaintance with Mr. and Mrs. Ellison, and first
saw pretty Margaret Ellison, who is now my wife.
When I returned to Eltham, I found that a step was
decided upon, which had been in contemplation for
some time: that Holdsworth and I should remove
our quarters to Hornby; our daily presence, and as
much of our time as possible, being required for the
completion of the line at that end.

Of course this led to greater facility of inter-
course with the Hope Farm people. We could easily
walk out there after our day’s work was done, and
spend a balmy evening hour or two, and yet return
before the summer'’s twilight had quite faded away.
Many a time, indeed, we would fain have stayed
longer — the open air, the fresh and pleasant
country, made so agreeable a contrast to the close,
hot town lodgings which I shared with Mr. Holds-
worth; but early hours, both at eve and morn, were
an imperative nccessity with the minister, and he
made no scruple at turning either or both of us out
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of the house directly after evening prayer, or “exer-
cise,” as he called it. The remembrance of many a
happy day, and of several little scenes, comes back
upon me as I think of that summer. They rise like
pictures to my memory, and in this way I can date
their succession; for I know that corn harvest must
have come after hay-making, apple-gathering after
" corn-harvest.

The removal to Hornby took up some time,
during which we had neither of us any leisure to
go out to the Hope Farm. Mr. Holdsworth had
been out there once during my absence at home.
One sultry evening, when work was done, he pro-
posed our walking out and paying the Holmans a visit.
It so happened that I had-omitted to write my usual
weekly letter home in our press of business, and I
wished to finish that before going out. Then he
said that he would go, and that I could follow him
if I liked. This I did in about an hour; the weather
was so oppressive, I remember, that I took off my
coat as I walked, and hung it over my arm. All
the doors and windows at the farm were open when
I arrived there, and every tiny leaf on the trees was
still. The silence of the place was profound; at first
I thought that it was entirely deserted; but just as
I drew near the door I heard a weak sweet voice
begin to sing; it was cousin Holman, all by herself
in the house-place, piping up a hymn, as she knitted
away in the clouded light. She gave me a kindly
welcome, and poured out all the small domestic news
of the fortnight past upon me, and, in return, I told
her about my own people and my visit at home.
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land common, full of red sand-banks, and sweeps
and hollows; bordered by dark firs, purple in the
coming shadows, but near at hand all ablaze with
flowering gorse, or, as we call it in the south, furze-
bushes, which, seen against the belt of distant trees,
appeared brilliantly golden. On this heath, a little
way from the field-gate, I saw the three. I counted
their heads, joined together in an eager group over
Holdsworth’s theodolite. He was teaching the minister
the practical art of surveying and taking a level. I
was wanted to assist, and was quickly set to work to
hold the chain. Phillis was as intent as her father;
she had hardly time to greet me, so desirous was
she to hear some answer to her father's question.

So we went on, the dark clouds still gathering,
for perhaps five minutes after my arrival. Then
came the blinding lightning and the rumble and
quick-following rattling peal of thunder right over
our heads. It came sooner than I expected, sooner
than they had looked for: the rain delayed not; it
came pouring down; and what were we to do for
shelter? Phillis had nothing on but her indoor things
— no bonnet, no shawl. Quick as the darting
lightning around us, Holdsworth took off his coat
and wrapped it round her neck and shoulders, and,
almost without a word, hurried us all into such poor
shelter as one of the overhanging sand-banks could
give. There we were, cowered down, close together,
Phillis innermost, almost too tightly packed to free
her arms enough to divest herself of the coat, which
she, in her turn, tried to put lightly over Holds-
worth’s shoulders. In doing so she touched his shirt.

Cousin Phillis, etc. 6
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his careless words were not always those of soberness
and truth. But it was more as a protest against the
fascination which the younger man evidently ex-
ercised over the elder one — more as it were to
strengthen himself against yielding to this fascination
— that the minister spoke out to me about this fail-
ing of Holdsworth’s, as it appeared to him. In
return Holdsworth was subdued by the minister’s
uprightness and goodness, and delighted with his
clear intellect — his strong healthy craving after
further knowledge. I never met two men who took
more thorough pleasure and relish in each other'’s
society. To Phillis his relation continued that of an
elder brother; he directed her studies into new paths,
he patiently drew out the expression of many of her
thoughts, and perplexities, and unformed theories —
scarcely ever mow falling into the vein of banter
which she was so slow to understand.

One day — harvest-time — he had been drawing
on a loose piece of paper — sketching ears of corn,
sketching carts drawn by bullocks and laden with
grapes — all the time talking with Phillis and me,
cousin Holman putting in her not pertinent remarks,
when suddenly he said to Phillis, —

“Keep your head still; I see a sketch! I have
often tried to draw your head from memory, and
failed; but I think I can do it now. If I succeed I
will give it to your mother. You would like & por-
trait of your daughter as Ceres, would you not,
ma’am?"”

“I should like a picture of her; yes, very much,
thank you, Mr. Holdsworth; but if yomu put that
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straw in her hair” (he was holding some wheat ears
above her passive head, looking at the effect with
an artistic eye,) “you’ll ruffle her hair. Phillis, my
dear, if you're to have your picture taken, go up-
stairs, and brush your hair smooth.”

“Not on any account. I beg your pardon, but
I want hair loosely flowing.”

He began to draw, looking intently at Phillis; I
could see this stare of his discomposed her — her
colour came and went, her breath quickened with
the consciousness of his regard; at last, when he
said, “Please look at me for a minute or two, I
want to get in the eyes,” she looked up at him,
quivered, and suddenly got up and left the room.
He did not say a word, but went on with some other
part of the drawing; his silence was unnatural, and
his dark cheek blanched a little. Cousin Holman
looked up from her work, and put her spectacles
down.

“What's the matter? Where is she gone?”

Holdsworth never uttered a word, but went on
drawing. I felt obliged to say something; it was
stupid enough, but stupidity was better than silence
just then. :

“T'll go and call her,” said I. So I went into
the hall, and to the bottom of the stairs; but just as
I was going to call Phillis, she came down swiftly
with her bonnet on, and saying, “I'm going to father
in the five-acre,” passed out by the open “rector,”
right in front of the house-place windows, and out
at the little white side-gate. She had been seen by
her mother and Holdsworth, as she passed; so there
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was no need for explanation, only cousin Holman
and I had a long discussion as to whether she could
have found the room too hot, or what had occasioned
her sudden departure. Holdsworth was very quiet
during all the rest of that day; nor did he resume
the portrait-taking by his own desire, only at my
cousin Holman's request the next time that he came;
and then he said he should not require any more
formal sittings for only such a slight sketch as he
felt himself capable of making. Phillis was just the
same as ever the next time I saw her after her ab-
rupt passing me in the hall. She never gave any
explanation of her rush out of the room.

So all things went on, at least as far as my ob-
servation reached at the time, or memory can recall
now, till the great apple-gathering of the year. The
nights were frosty, the mornings and evenings were
misty, but at mid-day all was sunny and bright, and
it was one mid-day that both of us being on the line
near Heathbridge, and knowing that they were gather-
ing apples at the farm, we resolved to spend the men’s
dinner-hour in going over there. We found the great
clothes-baskets full of apples, scenting the house, and
stopping up the way; and an universal air of mérry
contentment with this the final produce of the year.
The yellow leaves hung on the trees ready to flutter
down at the slightest puff of air; the great bushes of
Michaelmas daisies in the kitchen-garden were mak-
ing their last show of flowers. We must needs taste
the fruit off the different trees, and pass our judg-
ment’as to their flavour; and we went away with our
pockets stuffed with those that we liked best. As we
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“Old fellow! I'm going to leave you!™
“Leave me!” said I. “How? When?”

“This letter ought to have come to hand sooner.
It is from Greathed the engineer” (Greathed was
well known in those days; he is dead now, and
his name half-forgotten); ‘“he wants to see me about
some business; in fact, I may as well tell you, Paul,
this letter contains a very advantageous proposal for
me to go out to Canada, and superintend the making
of a line there.”

I was in utter dismay.

“But what will our company say to that?”

“Oh, Greathed has the superintendence of this
line, you know; and he is going to be engineer in
chief to this Canadian line; many of the shareholders
in this company are going in for the other, so I fancy
they will make no difficulty in following Greathed’s
lead: he says he has a young man ready to put in
my place.”

“I hate him,” said I

“Thank you,” said Holdsworth, laughing.

“But you must not,” he resumed; “for this is a
very good thing for me, and, of course, if no one
can be found to take my inferior work, I can't be
spared to take the superior. I only wish I had
received this letter a day sooner. Every hour is of
consequence, for Greathed says they are threatening
a rival line. Do you know, Paul, I almost fancy I
must go up to-night? I can take an engine back
to Eltham, and catch the night train. I should not
like Greathed to think me lukewarm.”
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than we had calculated upon, when F had run down
to the sheds to order the engine. I was going to
drive him to Eltham. We sat ready for a summons.
Holdsworth took up the little nosegay that he had
brought away from the Hope Farm, and had laid
on the mantel-piece on first coming into the room.
He smelt at it, and caressed it with his lips.

“What grieves me is that I did not know —
that I have not said good-by to — to them.”

He spoke in a grave tone, the shadow of the
coming separation falling upon him at last.

“I will tell them,” said I. “I am sure they
will be very sorry.” Then we were silent.

* “I never liked any family so much.”

“I knew you would like them.”

“How one’s thoughts change, — this morning I
was full of a hope, Paul” He paused, and then
he said, —

“You put’ that sketch in carefully?”

“That outline of a head?” asked I. But I
knew he meant an abortive sketch of Phillis, which
had not been successful enough for him to complete
it with shading or colouring.

“Yes. What a sweet innocent face it is! and
yet so — Oh, dear!”,

He sighed and got up, his hands in his pockets,
to walk up and down the room in evident dis-
turbance of mind. He suddenly stopped opposite
to me.

“You'll tell them how it all was. Be sure and
tell the good minister that I was so sorry not to
wish him good-by, and to thank him and his wife
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towards my friend now that he was going away.
“I wish-you were to be married to-morrow, and I
were to be best man.”

“Thank you, lad. Now for this cursed port-
manteau (how the minister would be shocked); but
it is heavy!” and off we sped into the darkness.

He only just caught the night train at Eltham,
and I slept, desolately enough, at my old lodgings
at Miss Dawson’s, for that night. Of course the
next few days I was busier than ever, doing both
his work and my own. Then came a letter from
him, very short and affectionate. He was going out
in the Saturday steamer, as he had more than half
expected; and by the following Monday the man
who was to succeed him would be down at Eltham.
There was a P.S., with only these words: —

“My nosegay goes with me to Canada, but I'do
not need it to remind me of Hope Farm.”

Saturday came; but it was very late ‘before I
could go out to the farm. It was a frosty night,
the stars shone clear above me, and the road was
crisping beneath my feet. They must have heard
my footsteps before I got up to the house. They
were sitting at their usual employments in the house-
place when I went in. Phillis’s eyes went beyond
me in their look of welcome, and then fell in quiet -
disappointment on her work.

“And where's Mr. Holdsworth?” asked cousin
Holman, in a minute or two. “I hope his cold is
not worse, — I did not like his short cough.”

I laughed awkwardly; for I felt that I was the
bearer of unpleasant news.
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white and set, her dry eyes looking defiance to me,
for I am afraid I hurt her maidenly pride by my
glance of sympathetic interest as she entered the
room. Never a word did she say — never a ques-
tion did she ask about the absent friend, yet she
forced herself to talk.

And so it was all the next day. She was as
pale as could be, like one who has received some
shock; but she would not let me talk to her, and
she tried hard to behave as usual. Two or three
times I repeated, in public, the various affectionate
messages to the family with which I was charged
by Holdsworth; but she took no more mnotice of
them than if my words had been empty air. And
in this mood I left her on the Sabbath evening.

My new master was not half so indulgent as my
old one. He kept up strict discipline as to hours,
g0 that it was some time before I could again go
out, even to pay a call at the Hope Farm.

It was a cold misty evening in November. The
air, even indoors, seemed full of haze; yet there
was a great log burning on the hearth, which ought
to have made the room cheerful. Cousin Holman
and Phillis were sitting at the little round table be-
fore the fire, working away in silence. The minister
had his books out on the dresser, seemingly deep in
study, by the light of his solitary’ candle; perhaps
the fear of disturbing him made the unusual still-
ness of the room. But a welcome was ready for me
from all; not noisy, not demonstrative — that it
never was; my damp wrappers were taken off, the
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when the wind was blowing so hard; the old quince-
tree is blown down, Paul, that on the right-hand of
the great pear-tree; it was blown down last Monday
week, and it was that night that I asked the minister
to pray in an especial manner for all them that
went down in ships upon the great deep, and he said
then, that Mr. Holdsworth might be already landed;
but I said, even if the prayer did not fit him, it
was sure to be fitting somebody out at sea, who
would need the Lord’s care. Both Phillis and I
thought he would be a month on the seas.”

Phillis began to speak, but her voice did not
come rightly at first. It was a little higher pitched
than usual, when she said —

“We thought he would be a month if he went
in a sailing-vessel, or perhaps longer. I suppose he
went in a steamer?”

“Old Obadiah Grimshaw was more than six
weeks in getting to America,” observed cousin Hol-
man. :
“I presume he cannot as yet tell how he likes -
his new work?” asked the minister.

“No! he is but just landed; it is but one page
long. T'll read it to you, shall I? —

) ‘DEAR PavL, —

‘WE are safe on shore, after a rough passage. Thought you would
like to hear this, but homeward-bound steamer is making signals for
letters. Will write again soon. It seems a year since I left Hornby.
Longer since I was at the farm. I have got my nosegay safe. Remem-
ber me to the Holmans.

‘Yours,
‘E.H'"

Cousin Phillis, elc. 7
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“That's not much, certainly,” said the minister.
“But it's a comfort to know he’s on land these blowy
nights.”

Phillis said nothing. She kept her head bent
down over her work; but I don’t think she put a
stitch in, while I was reading the letter. I wondered
if she understood what nosegay was meant; but I
could not tell. When next she lifted up her face,
there were two spots of brilliant colour on the cheeks
that had been so pale before. After I had spent an
hour or two there, I was bound to return back to
Hornby. I told them I did not know when I could
come again, a8 we — by which I mean the company
— had undertaken the Hensleydale line; that branch
for which poor Holdsworth was surveying when he
caught his fever.

“But you'll have a holiday at Christmas,” said
my cousin. “Surely they’ll not be such heathens as
to work you then?”

“Perhaps the lad will be going home,” said the
minister, as if to mitigate his wife’s urgency; but for
all that, I believe he wanted me to come. Phillis
fixed her eyes on me with a wistfal expression, hard
to resist. But, indeed, I had no thought of resisting.
Under my new master I had no hope of a holiday
long enough to enable me to go to Birmingham and
see my parents with any comfort; and nothing could
be pleasanter to me than to find myself at home at
my cousin’s for a day or two, then. So it was fixed
that we were to meet in Hornby Chapel on Christmas
Day, and that I was to accompany them home after
service, and if possible to stay over the next day.
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I was not able to get to chapel till late on the
appointed day, and so I took a seat near the door
in considerable shame, although it really was not
my fault. When the service was ended, I went and
stood in the porch to await the coming out of my
cousins. Some worthy people belonging to the con-
gregation clustered into a group just where I stood,
and exchanged the good wishes of the season. It
had just begun to snow, and this occasioned a little
delay, and they fell into further conversation. I
was not attending to what was not meant for me to
hear, till I caught the name of Phillis Holman. And
then I listened; where was the harm?

“I never saw any one so changed!”

“I asked Mrs. Holman,” quoth another, “‘is
Phillis well?’ and she just said she had been having
a cold which had pulled her down; she did not seem
to think anything of it.”

“They had best take care of her,” said one of
the oldest of the good ladies; ‘“Phillis comes of a
family as is not long-lived. Her mother’s sister,
Lydia Green, her own aunt as was, died of a decline
just when she was about this lass’s age.”

This ill-omened talk was broken in upon by the
coming out of the minister, his wife and daughter,
and the consequent interchange of Christmas com-
pliments. I had had a shock, and felt heavy-
hearted and anxious, and hardly up to making the
appropriate replies to the kind greetings of my re-
lations. I looked askance at Phillis. She had cer-
tainly grown taller and slighter, and was thinner;
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when..tbe gloom_g '0b§6unty retnms I was still

.. stAnding with the book in my hand when I heard

. gohsin olman’s footsteps on the stairs, and as I did
not wish to speak to her just then, I followed Phil-
lis's example, and rushed out of the house. The
snow was lying on the ground; I could track her
feet by the marks they had made; I could see where
Rover had joined her. I followed on till I came to
a great stack of wood in the orchard — it was built
up against the back wall of the outbuildings, — and
I recollected then how Phillis had told me, that first
day when we strolled about together, that under-
neath this stack had been her hermitage, her sanc-
tuary, when she was a child; how she used to bring
her book to study there, or her work, when she was
not wanted in the house; and she had now evidently
gone back to this quiet retreat of her childhood, for-
getful of the clue given me by her footmarks on the
new-fallen snow. The stack was built up very high;
but through the interstices of the sticks I could see
her figure, although I did not all at once perceive how
I could get to her. She was sitting on a log of wood,
Rover by her. She had laid her cheek on Rover’s head,
and had her arm round his neck, partly for a pillow,

ly from an instinctive craving for warmth on that
bitter cold day. She was making a low moan, like an
animal in pain, or perhaps more like the sobbing of
the wind. Rover, highly flattered by her caress,
and also, perhaps, touched by sympathy, was flapping
his heavy tail against the ground, but not otherwise
moving a hair, until he heard my approach with his

tk erected ears. Then, with a short, abrupt bark
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of distrust, he sprang up as if to leave his mistress.
Both he and I were immovably still for a moment.
I was not sure if what Ilonged to do was wise: and
yet I could not bear to see the sweet serenity of my
dear cousin’s life so disturbed by a suffering which I
thought I could assuage. But Rover's ears were
sharper than my breathing was noiseless: he heard
me, and sprang out from under Phillis’s restraining
hand. :
“Oh, Rover, don’t you leave
plained out. )
“Phillis!” said I, seeing by Rover’s exit that the
entrance to where she sat was to be found on the
other side of the stack. “Phillis, come out! You
have got a cold already; and it is not fit for you to -
sit there on such a day as this. You know how
displeased and anxious it would make them all.”
She sighed, but obeyed; stooping a little, she
came out, and stood upright, opposite to me in the
lonely, leafless orchard. Her face looked so meek
and so sad that I felt as if I ought to beg her par-
don for my necessarily authoritative words.
“Sometimes I feel the house so close,” she said;
“and I used to sit under the wood-stack when I was
a child. It was very kind of you, but there was no
need to come after me. I don't catch cold easily.”
“Come with me into this cow-house, Phillis. I
have got something to say to you; and I can’t stand
this cold, if you can.”
I think she would have fain run away again;
but her fit of energy was all spent. She followed
me unwillingly enough — that I could see. The

me, too,” she
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feared lest I had mistaken the whole case, and only
annoyed her. I went up to her. “Oh, Phillis! I
am so sorry — I thought you would, perhaps, have
cared to hear it; he did talk so feelingly, as if he
did love you so much, and somehow I thought it
‘would give you pleasure.”

She lifted up her head and looked at me. Such
a look! Her eyes, glittering with tears as they were,
expressed an almost heavenly happiness; her tender
mouth was curved with rapture — her colour vivid
and blushing; but as if she was afraid her face ex-
pressed too much, more than the thankfulness to me
she was essaying to speak, she hid it again almost
immediately. So it was all right then, and my con-
jecture was well-founded! I tried to remember some-
thing more to tell her of what he had said, but again
she stopped me.

“Don’t,” she said. She still kept her face covered
and hidden. In half a minute she added, in a very
low voice, “Please, Paul, I think I would rather not
hear any more — I don’t mean but what I have —
but what I am very much obliged — Only — only,
I think I would rather hear the rest from himself
when he comes back.”

And then she cried a little more, in quite a dif-
ferent way. I did not say any more, I waited for
her. By-and-by she turned towards me — not meet-
ing my eyes, however; and putting her hand in
mine just as if we were two children, she said,

“We had best go back now — I don’t look as
if I had been crying, do I?”
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“You look as if you had a bad cold,” was all
the answer I made.

“Oh! but I am — I am quite well, only cold;
and a good run will warm me. Come along,
Paul.” :

So we ran, hand in hand, till, just as we were
on the threshold of the house she stopped —

“Paul, please, we won't speak about that

again.
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PART IV.\
; )

WaEN I went over on Easter Day I heard the
chapel-gossips complimenting cousin Holman on her
daughter’s blooming looks, quite forgetful of their
sinister prophecies three months before. And I looked
at Phillis, and did not wonder at their words. I
had not seen her since the day after Christmas Day. I
had left the Hope Farm only a few hours after I
had told her the news which had quickened her heart
into renewed life and vigour. The remembrance of
our conversation in the cow-house was vividly in my
mind as I looked at her when her bright healthy
appearance was remarked upon. As her eyes met
mine our mutual recollections flashed intelligence
from one to the other. She turned away, her colour
heightening as she did so. She seemed to be shy
of me for the first few hours after our meeting, and
I felt rather vexed with her for her conscious avoid-
ance of me after my long absence. I had stepped
a little out of my usual line in telling her what I
did; not that I had received any charge of secrecy,
or given even the slightest promise to Holdsworth
that I would not repeat his words. But I had an
uneasy feeling sometimes when I thought of what
I had done in the excitement of seeing Phillis so ill
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the very fulness and joy of her heart. She was
more than ever the very apple of her father's eye;
her mother gave her both her own share of love,
and that of the dead child who had died in infancy.
I have heard cousin Holman murmur, after a long
dreamy look at Phillis, and tell herself how like she
was growing to .Johnnie, and soothe herself with
plaintive inarticulate sounds, and many gentle shakes
of the head, for the aching sense of loss she would
never get over in this world. The old servants
about the place had the dumb loyal attachment to
the child of the land, common to most agricultural
labourers; not often stirred into activity or expres-
sion. My cousin Phillis was like a rose that had
come to full bloom on the sunny side of a lonely
house, sheltered from storms. I have read in some
book of paetry

A maid whom there were none to praise,
And very few to love.

And somehow those lines always reminded me of
Phillis; yet they were not true of her either. I never
heard her praised; and out of her own household
there were very few to love her; but though no one
spoke out their approbation, she always did right in
her parents’ eyes, out of her natural simple good-
ness and wisdom. Holdsworth’s name was never
mentioned between us when we were alone; but I
had sent on his letters to the minister, as I have
said; and more than once he began to talk about
our absent friend, when he was smoking his pipe
after the day’s work was done. Then Phillis hung
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family are a great resource to me in the long even-
ings. I never heard such delicious vocal music as
the voices of these Ventadour boys and girls in their
part-songs; and the foreign element retained in their
characters and manner of living reminds me of some
of the happiest days of my life. Lucille, the second
daughter, is curiously like Phillis Holman.” In
vain I said to myself that it was probably this like-
ness that made him take pleasure in the society of
the Ventadour family. In vain I told my anxious
fancy that nothing could be more natural than this
intimacy, and that there was no sign of its leading
to any consequence that ought to disturb me. I had
a presentiment, and I was disturbed; and I could
not reason it away. I dare say my presentiment
was rendered more persistent and keen by the doubts
which would force themselves into my mind, as to
whether I had done well in repeating Holdsworth's
words to Phillis. Her state of vivid happiness this
summer was markedly different to the peaceful
serenity of former days. If in my thoughtfulness
at noticing this I caught her eye, she blushed and
sparkled all over, guessing that I was remembering
our joint secret. Her eyes fell before mine, as if
she could hardly bear me to see the revelation of
their bright glances. And yet I considered again,
and comforted myself by the reflection that, if this
change had been anything more than my silly fancy,
her father or her mother would have perceived it.
But they went on in tranquil unconsciousness and
undisturbed peace.

A change in my own life was qulckly approach-

Coussn Phillis, elc.
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coat, panting and smiling. Phillis had been lead-
ing the row of farm-servants, turning the swathes
of fragrant hay with measured movement. She went
to the end — to- the hedge, and then, throwing
down her rake, she came to me with her free sisterly
welcome. “Go, Paul!” said the minister. “We
need all hands to'make use of the sunshine to-day.
‘Whatsoever thine hand findeth to do, do it with all
thy might’ It will be a healthy change of work
for thee, lad; and I find my best rest in change of
work.” So off I went, a willing labourer, follow-
ing Phillis’s lead; it was the primitive distinction of
rank; the boy who frightened the sparrows off the
fruit was the last in our rear. We did not leave off
till the red sun was gone down behind the fir-trees
bordering the common. Then we went home to
supper — prayers — to bed; some bird singing far
into the night, asI heard it through my open window,
and the poultry beginning their clatter and cackle
in the earliest morning. I had carried what luggage
I immediately needed with me from my lodgings,
and the rest was to be sent by the carrier. He
brought it to the farm betimes that morning, and
along with it he brought a letter or two that had
arrived since I had left. I was talking to cousin
Holman — about my mother's ways of making
bread, I remember; cousin Holman was questioning
me, and had got me far beyond my depth — in the
house-place, when the letters were brought in by
one of the men, and I had to pay the carrier for
his trouble before I could look at them. A bill —
a Canadian letter! What instinct made me so thank-
g#
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but I also recollect the wondering look in the minis-
ter's eyes. He was not one to think evil without
cause; but many a one would have taken me for
drunk. As soon as I decently could I left the
table, saying I would go out for a walk. At first I
must have tried to stun reflection by rapid walking,
for I had lost myself on the high moorlands far
beyond the familiar gorse-coveréd common, before I
was obliged for very weariness to slacken my pace.
I kept wishing — oh! how fervently wishing I had
never committed that blunder; that the one little
half-hour’s indiscretion could be blotted out. Alter-
nating with this was anger against Holdsworth;
unjust enough, I dare say. I suppose I stayed in
that solitary place for a good hour or more, and
then I turned homewards, resolving to get over the
telling Phillis at the first opportunity, but shrinking
from the fulfilment of my resolution so much that
when I came into the house and saw Phillis (doors
and windows open wide in the sultry weather) alone
in the kitchen, I became quite sick with apprehen-
sion. She was standing by the dresser, cutting up
a great household loaf into hunches of bread for the
hungry labourers who might come in any minute,
for the heavy thunder-clouds were overspreading
the sky. She looked round as she heard my
step.

B You should have been in the field, helping
with the hay,” said she, in her calm, pleasant voice.
I had heard her as I came near the house softly
chanting some hymn-tune, and the peacefulness of
that seemed to be brooding over her now.
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“Perhaps I should. It looks as if it was going
to rain.”
“Yes; there is thunder about. Mother has had

to go to bed with one of her bad headaches. Now
you are come in —"

“Phillis,” said I, rushing at my subject and in-
terrupting her, “I went a long walk to think over a
letter I had this morning — a letter from Canada.
You don’t know how it has grieved me.” 1 held it
out to her as I spoke. Her colour changed a little,
but it was more the reflection of my face, I think,
than because she formed any definite idea from my
words. Still she did not take the letter. I had to
bid her read it, before sh¢ quite understood what I
wished. She sate down rather suddenly as she re-
ceived it into her hands; -and, spreading it on the
dresser before her, she rested her forehead on the
palms of her hands, her arms supported on the table,
her figure a little averted, and her countenance
thus shaded. I looked out of the open window; my
heart was very heavy. How peaceful it all seemed
in the farmyard! Peace and plenty. How still and
deep was the silence of the house! Tick-tick went
the unseen clock on the wide staircase. I had heard
the rustle once, when she turned over the page of
thin paper. She must have read to the end. Yet
she did not move, or say a word, or even sigh. I
kept on looking out of the window, my hands in
~y pockets. I wonder how long that time really

am? It seemed to me interminable — unbearable.
¢ length I looked round at her. She must have
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felt my look, for she changed her attitude with a
quick sharp movement, and caught my eyes.

“Don’t look so sorry, Paul,” she said. ‘“Don’t,
please. .I can’t bear it. There is nothing to be
sorry for. I think not, at least. You have not
done wrong, at any rate.” I felt that I groaned,
but I don’t think she heard me. ‘“And he, — there’s
no wrong in his marrying, is there? I'm sure I
hope he'll be happy. Oh! how I hope it!” These
last words were like a wail; but I believe she was
afraid of breaking down, for she changed the key in
which she spoke, and hurried on. *Lucille — that's
our English Lucy, I suppose? Lucille Holdsworth!
It's a pretty name; and I hope I forget what I
was going to say.. Oh! it was this. Paul, I think
we need never speak about this again; only remem-
ber you are not to be sorry. You have not domne
wrong; you have been very, very kind; and if I see
you looking grieved I don’t know what I mlght do;
— I might break down, you know.”

I think she was on the point of doing so then,
but the dark storm came dashing down, and the
thunder-cloud broke right above the house, as it
seemed. Her mother, roused from sleep, called out
for Phllhs, the men and women from the hayfield
came running into shelter, drenched through. The
minister followed, smiling, and not unpleasantly ex-
cited by the war of elements; for, by dint of hard
work through the long summer’s day, the greater
part of the hay was safely housed in the barn in the
field. Once or twice in the succeeding bustle I came
across Phillis, always busy, and, as it seemed to
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we, always doing the right thing. When I was alone
in my own room at night I allowed myself to feel
relieved; and to believe that the worst was over, and
was not so very bad after all. But the succeeding
days were very miserable. Sometimes I thought it
must be my fancy that falsely represented Phillis to
me as strangely changed, for surely, if this idea of
wmine was well-founded, her parents — her father and
mother — her own flesh and blood — would have
been the first to perceive it. Yet they went on in
their household peace and content; if anything, a
little more cheerfully than usual, for the “harvest of
the first-fruits,” as the minister called it, had been
more bounteous than usual, and there was plenty all
around in which the humblest labourer was made to
share. After the one thunderstorm, came one or two
lovely serene summer days, during which the hay
was all carried; and then succeeded long soft rains
filling the ears of corn, and causing the mown grass
to spring afresh. The minister allowed himself a few
more hours of relaxation and home enjoyment than
usual during this wet spell: hard earth-bound frost
was his winter holiday; these wet days, after the hay
harvest, his summer holiday. We sate with open
windows, the fragrance and the freshness called out by
the soft-falling rain filling the house-place; while the
quiet ceaseless patter among the leaves outside ought
to have had the same lulling effect as all other gentle
perpetual sounds, such as mill-wheels and bubbling
springs, have on the nerves of happy people. But
two of us were not happy. I was sure enough of

If, for one. I was worse than sure, — I was
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wretchedly anxious about Phillis. Ever since that
day of the thunderstorm there had been a new, sharp,
discordant sound to me in her voice, a sort of jangle
in her tone; and her restless eyes had no quietness
in them; and her colour came and went without a
cause that I could find out. The minister, happy in
ignorance of what most concerned him, brought out
his books; his learned volumes and classics. Whether
he read and talked to Phillis, or to me, I do not
know; but feeling by instinct that she was not, could
not be, attending to the peaceful details, so strange
and foreign to the turmoil in her heart, I forced my-
self to listen, and if possible to understand.

“Look here!” said the minister, tapping the old
vellum-bound book he held; “in the first Georgic he
speaks of rolling and irrigation; a little further on
he insists on choice of the best seed, and advises us
to keep the drains clear.. Again, no Scotch farmer
could give shrewder advice than to cut light meadows
while the dew is on, even though it involve night-
work. It is all living truth in these days.” He
began beating time with a ruler upon his knee, to
some Latin lines he read aloud just then. I suppose
the monotonous chant irritated Phillis to some irre-
gular energy, for I remember the quick knotting and
breaking of the thread with which she was .sewing.
I never hear that snap repeated now, without suspect-
ing some sting or stab troubling the heart of the
worker. Cousin Holman, at her peaceful knitting,
noticed the reason why Phillis had so constantly to
interrupt the progress of her seam.

“It is bad thread, I'm afraid,” she said, in a
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I was to this tender pantomime, went on talking in
a happier tone of voice about things as uninteresting
to him, at the time, I verily believe, as they were to
me; and that is saying a good deal, and shows how much
more real what was passing before him was, even to a
farmer, than the agricultural customs of the ancients.

I remember one thing more, — an attack which
Betty the servant made upon me one day as I came
in through the kitchen where she was churning, and
stopped to ask her for a drink of buttermilk.

“T say, cousin Paul,” (she had adopted the family
habit of addressing me generally as Cousin Paul, and
always speaking of me in that form,) something’s
amiss with our Phillis, and I reckon you've a good
guess what it is. She’s not one to take up wi’ such
as you,” (not complimentary, but that Betty never
was, even to those for whom she felt the highest
respect,) “but I'd as lief yon Holdsworth had never
come near us. So there you've a bit o’ my mind.”

And a very unsatisfactory bit it was. I did not
know what to answer to the glimpse at the real state
of the case implied in the shrewd woman’s speech;
8o I tried to put her off by assuming surprise at her
first assertion.

“Amiss with Phillis! I should like to know why
you think anything is wrong with her. She looks
a8 blooming as any one can do.”

“Poor lad! you're but a big child after all; and
you've likely never heared of a fever-flush. But you
know better nor that, my fine fellow! so don’t think
for to put me off wi’ blooms and blossoms and such-
like talk. What makes her walk about for hours
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and hours o’ nights when she used to be abed and
asleep? I sleep next room to her, and hear her plain
as can be. What makes her come in panting and
ready to drop into that chair,” — nodding to one
close to the door. — “and it's “Oh! Betty, some
water, please?’ That's the way she comes in now,
when she used to come back as fresh and bright as
she went out. If yon friend o’ yours has played her
false, he’s a deal for t’ answer for; she’s a lass who'’s
as sweet and as sound as a nut, and the very apple
of her father’s eye, and of her mother’s too, only
wi’ her she ranks second to th’ minister. You'll have
to look after yon chap, for I, for one, will stand no
wrong to our Phillis.”

What was I to do, or to say? I wanted to justify
Holdsworth, to keep Phillis’s secret, and to pacify
the woman all in the same breath. I did not take
the best course, I’'m afraid.

“I don’t believe Holdsworth ever spoke a word
of — oflove to her in all hislife. 1'm sure he didn’t.”

“Ay, ay! but there's eyes, and there’s hands, as
well as tongues; and a man has two o’ th’ one and
but one o’ t'other.”

“And she’s so young; do you suppose her parents
would not have seen it?”

“Well! if you axe me that, I'll say out boldly,
‘No." They've called her ‘the child’ so long — ‘the
child’ is always their name for her when they talk
on her between themselves, as if never anybody else
had a ewe lamb before them — that she’s grown up
to be a woman under their very eyes, and they look
on her still as if she were in her long clothes. And
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you ne'er heard on a man falling in love wi’ a babby
in long-clothes!”

“No!" said I, balf laughing. But she went on
as grave as a judge.

“Ay! you see you'll laugh at the bare thought -
on it — and I'll be bound th’ minister, though he’s
not a laughing man, would ha’ sniggled at th’ notion
of falling in love wi’ the child. Where’s Holdsworth
off to?”

‘“Canada,” said I, shortly.

‘“Canada here, Canada there,” she replied, testily.
“Tell me how far he’s off, instead of giving me your
gibberish. Is he a two days’ journey away? or a
three? or a week?”

“He's ever so far off — three weeks at the least,”
cried I in despair. “And he's either married, or just
going to be. So there!” I expected a fresh burst
of anger. But no; the matter was too serious. Betty
sate down, and kept silence for a minute or two.
She looked so miserable and downeast, that I could
not help going on, and taking her a little into my
confidence.

“It is quite true what I said. I know he never
spoke a word to her. I think he liked her, but it's
all over now. The best thing we can do — the best
and kindest for her — and I know you love her,
Betty

“I nursed her in my arms; I gave her little
brother his last taste o’ earthly food,” said Betty,
putting her apron up to her eyes.

“Well! don’t let us show her we guess that she
is grieving; she'll get over it the sooner. Her father

”
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to herself, or any one that is hers, as the Bible says.
Now you've heard me speak Scripture language,
perhaps you'll be content, and leave me my kitchen
to myself.”

During all these days, from the 5th of July to
the 17th, I must have forgotten what Holdsworth
had said about sending cards. And yet I think I
could not have quite forgotten; but, once having
told Phillis about his marriage, I must have looked
upon the after consequence of cards as of no im-
portance. At any rate they came upon me as a sur-
prise at last. The penny-post reform, as people call
it, had come into operation a short time before; but
the never-ending stream of notes and letters which
seem now to flow in upon most households had not
yet begun its course; at least in' those remote parts.
There was a post-office at Hornby; and an old
fellow, ‘who stowed away the few letters in any or
all his pockets, as it best suited him, was the letter-
carrier to Heathbridge and the neighbourhood. I
have often met him in the lanes thereabouts, and
asked him for letters. Sometimes I have come upon
him, sitting on the hedge bank resting; and he has
begged me to read him an address, too illegible for
his spectacled eyes to decipher. When I used to in-
quire if he had anything for me, or for Holdsworth
(he was not particular to whom he gave up the
letters, so that he got rid of them somehow, and
could set off homewards), he would say he thought
that he had, for such was his invariable safe form of
answer; and would fumble in breast-pockets, waist-
coat-pockets, breeches-pockets, and, as a last re-
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with his name on, no writing at all. No! it’s not his
name on both. Mrs. Holdsworth! The young man
has gone and got married.” I lifted my head at
these words; I could not help looking just for one
instant at Phillis. It seemed to me as if she had
been keeping watch over my face and ways. Her
face was brilliantly flushed; her eyes were dry and
glittering; but she did not speak; her lips were set
together almost as if she was pinching them tight to
prevent words or sounds coming out. Cousin Hol-
man's face expressed surprise and interest.

“Well!” said she, “who’d ha' thought it! He’s
made quick work of his wooing and wedding. I'm
sure I wish him happy. Let me see” — counting
on her fingers, — “October, November, December,
January, February, March, April, May, June, July,
— at least ‘we're at the 28th, — it is nearly ten
months after all, and reckon a month each way
Oﬁ‘ 7

“Did you know of this news before?” said the
minister, turning sharp round on me, surprised, I
suppose, at my silence, — hardly suspicious, as
yet.

“T knew — I had heard — something. It is to
a French Canadian young lady,” I went on, forcing
myself to talk. “Her name is Ventadour.”

“Lucille Ventadour!” said Phillis, in a sharp
voice, out of tune.

“Then you knew too!” exclaimed the minister.

‘We both spoke at once. I said, “I heard of the
probability of and told Phillis.” She said, “He

Cousin Phillis, etc. 9







COUSIN PHILLIS. 131

efforts to talk for the sake of talking, or to keep off
intrusive thoughts or suspicions.

At length we got up from our places, and pre-
pared to disperse; but two or three of us had lost
our zest and interest in.the daily labour. The
minister stood looking out of the window in silence,
and when he roused himself to go out to the field
where his labourers were working, it was with a
sigh; and he tried to avert his troubled face as he
passed us on his way to the door. When he had
left us, I caught sight of Phillis’s faee, as, thinking
herself unobserved, her countenance relaxed for a
moment or two into sad, woful weariness. She
started into briskness again when her mother spoke,
and hurried away to do some little errand at her
bidding. When we two were alone, cousin Holman
recurred to Holdsworth’s marriage. She was one of
those people who like to view an event from every
side of probability, or even possibility; and she had
been cut short from indulging herself in this way
during dinner. ‘ '

“To think of Mr. Holdsworth’s being married! I
can't get over it, Paul. Not but what he was a
very nice young man! Idon't like her name, though;
it sounds foreign. Say it again, my dear. I hope
she’ll know how to take care of him, English fashion.
He is not strong, and if she does not see that his
things are well aired, I should be afraid of the old
cough.”

“He always said he was stronger than he bad
ever been before, after that fever.”

“He might think so, but I have my doubts. He

9%
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There! it was out; all my part in it, at least;
and I set my lips tight together, and waited for the
words to come. I did not see his face; I looked
straight at the wall opposite; but I heard him once
begin to speak, and then turn over the leaves in
the book before him. How awfully still that room
was! The air outside, how still it was! The open
windows let in no rustle of leaves, no twitter or
movement of birds — no sound whatever. The
clock on the stairs — the minister’s hard breathing
— was it to go on for ever? Impatient beyond bear-
ing at the deep quiet, I spoke again, —

“I did it for the best, as I thought.”

The minister shut the book to hastily, and stood
up. Then I saw how angry he was.

“For the best, do you say? It was best, was it,
to go and tell a young girl what you never told a
word of to her parents, who trusted you hke a son
of their own?”

He began walking about, up and. down the room
close under the open windows, churning up his bitter
thoughts of me.

“To. put such thoughts into the child’s head,”
continued he; “to spoil her peaceful maidenhood with
talk about another man’s love; and such love, too,”
he spoke scornfully now — “a love that is ready
for any.young woman. Oh, the misery in my poor
little daughter’s face to-day at dinner — the misery,
Paul! I thought you were one to be trusted — your
father’s son, too, to go and put such thoughts into
the child’s mind; you two talking together about- that -
man wishing to marry her.”
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“Father, you must not blame Paul. I could
not help hearing a great deal of what you were
saying. He did tell me, and perhaps it would have
been wiser not, dear Paul! But — oh, dear! oh, dear!
I am so sick with shame! He told me out of his
kind heart, because he saw — that I was so very un-
happy at A8 going away.”

She hung her head, and leant more heavily than
before on her supporting hand.

“I don't understand,” said her father; but he
was beginning to understand. Phillis did not answer
till he asked her again. I could have struck him
now for his cruelty; but then I knew all.

“T loved him, father!” she said at length, raising
her eyes to the minister’s face.

“Had he ever spoken of love to you? Pau
says not!” :

“Never.” She let fall her eyes, and drooped
more than ever. I almost thought she would fall.

“T could not have believed it,” said he, in a hard
voice, yet sighing the moment he had spoken. A
dead silence for a moment. “Paul! I was unjust
to you. You deserved blame, but not all thatI said.”
Then again a silence. I thought I saw Phillis's
white lips moving, but it might be the flickering of
the candle-light — a moth had flown in through the
open casement, and was fluttering round the flame;
I might have saved it, but I did not care to do so,
my heart was too full of other things. At any rate,
no sound was heard for long endless minutes. Then
he said, — “Phillis! did we not make you happy
here? Have we not loved you enough?”
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quivering of the muscles round her mouth. Just
then cousin Holman, attracted by some unwonted
sound, came down. I remember I was surprised at
the time at her presence of mind, she seemed to
know so much better what to do than the minister,
in the midst of the sick affright which blanched her
countenance, and made her tremble all over. I think
now that it was the recollection of what had gone
before; the miserable thought that possibly his words
had brought on this attack, whatever it might be,
that so unmanned the minister. We carried her up-
stairs, and while the women were putting her to bed,
still unconscious, still slightly convulsed, I slipped
out, and saddled one of the horses, and rode as fast
as the heavy-trotting beast could go, to Hornby, to
find the doctor there, and bring him back. He was
out, might be detained the whole night. I remember
saying, “God help us all!” as I sate on my horse,
under the window, through which the apprentice’s
head had appeared to answer my furious tugs at the
night-bell. He was a good-natured fellow. He
said, —

“He may be home in half an hour, there’s no
knowing; but I dare say he will. I'll send him out
to the Hope Farm directly he comes in. It's that
good-looking young woman, Holman's daughter,
that’s ill, isn't it?”

«” Yes.17 R

“It would be a pity if she was to go. She’s an
only child, isn’t she? I'll get up, and smoke a pipe
in the surgery, ready for the governor’s coming home.
I might go to sleep if I went to bed again.”
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about any other thing in this world but his little
daughter, lying nigh unto death, and he had asked
them to go on with their daily labours as best they
could, without his direction. So, as I say, these
honest men did their work to the best of their abil-
ity, but they slouched along with sad and careful
faces, coming one by'one in the dim mornings to
ask news of the sorrow that overshadewed the house;
and receiving Betty’s intelligence, always rather
darkened by passing through her mind, with slow
shakes of the head, and a dull wistfulness of sym-
pathy. But, poor fellows, they were hardly fit to
be trusted with hasty messages, and here my poor
services came in. One time I was to ride hard to
Sir William Bentinck’s, and petition for ice out of
his ice-houce, to put on Phillis’s head. Another it
was to Eltham I must go, by train, horse, anyhow,
and bid the doctor there come for a consultation, for
fresh symptoms had appeared, which Mr. Brown, of .
Hornby, considered unfavourable. Many an hour
have I sate on the window-seat, half-way up the
stairs, close by the old cleck, listening in the hot
stillness of the house for the sounds in the sick-room.
The minister and I met often, but spoke together
seldom. He looked so old — so ald! He shared
the nursing with his wife; the strength that was
needed seemed to be given to them both in that day.
They required no one else about their child. Every
office about her was sacred to them; even Betty
only went into the room for the most necessary pur-
poses. Once I saw Phillis through the open door;
her pretty golden hair had been cut off long before;
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“Ay,” said he. “But I reckon I may go home
now.”

“Have you been sitting here long?”

“Welly all day long. Leastways sin’ seven i’
th’ morning.”

“Why, what in the world have you been doing?”

“Nought.”

“Why have you been sitting here, then?”

“T" keep carts off.” He was up now, stretching
himself, and shaking his lubberly limbs. '

“Carts! what carts?”

“Carts as might ha’ wakened yon wench! It's
Hornby market-day. I reckon yo’re no better nor
a half-wit yoursel.” He cocked his eye at me as if
he were gauging my intellect.

“ And have you been sitting here all day to keep
* the lane quiet?”

“Ay. TI've nought else to do. Th’ minister has
turned me adrift. Have yo' heared how th’ lass is
faring to-night?” )

“They hope she’ll waken better for this long
sleep. Good-night to you, and God bless you,
Timothy,” said I.

He scarcely took any notice of my words, as
he lumbered across a stile that led to his cottage.
Presently I went home to the farm. Phillis had
stirred, had spoken two or three faint words. Her
mother was with her, dropping nourishment into her
scarce conscious mouth. The rest of the household
were summoned to evening prayer for the first time
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how to do the easy work which was henceforward
carefully adjusted to his capacity.

Phillis was carried downstairs, and lay for hour
after hour quite silent on the great sofa, drawn up under
the windows of the house-place. She seemed always the
same, gentle, quiet, and sad. Her energy did not
return with her bodily strength. It was sometimes
pitiful to see her parents’ vain endeavours to rouse
her to interest. One day the minister brought her
a set of blue ribbons, reminding her with a tender
smile of a former conversation in which she had
owned to a love of such feminine vanities. She spoke
gratefully to him, but when he was gone she laid
them on one side, and languidly shut her eyes.
Another time I saw her mother bring her the Latin
and Italian books that she had been so fond of before
her illness, — or, rather, before Holdsworth had gone
away. That was worst of all. She turned her face
to the wall, and cried as soon as her mother’s back
was turned. Betty was laying the cloth for the early
dinner. Her sharp eyes saw the state of the case.

“Now, Phillis!” said she, coming up to the sofa;
“we ha' done a’ we can for you, and th’ doctors has
done a’ they can for you, and I think the Lord has
done a’ He can for you, and more than you deserve,
too, if you don't do something for yourself. If I
were you, I'd rise up and snuff the moon, sooner
than break your father’s and your mother’s hearts
wi’ watching and waiting till it pleases you to fight
your own way back to cheerfulness. There, I never
favoured long preachings, and I've said my say.”

A day or two after Phillis asked me, when we



152 COUSIN PHILLIS.

were alone, if I thought my father and mother would
allow her to go and stay with them for a couple of
months. She blushed a little as she faltered out her
wish for change of thought and scene.

“Only for a short time, Paul. Then—we will
go back to the peace of the old days. I know we
shall; I can, and I will!”

END OF COUSIN PHILLIS.



- SIX WEEKS AT HEPPENHEIM.

ArrEr I left Oxford, I determined to spend some
months in travel before settling down in life. My
father had left me a few thousands, the income arising
from which would be enough to provide for all the
necessary requirements of a lawyer’s education; such
as lodgings in a quiet part of London, fees and
payment to the distinguished barrister with whom I
was to read; but there would be small surplus left
over for luxuries or amusements; and as I was rather
in debt on leaving college, since I had forestalled
my income, and the expenses of my travelling would
have to be defrayed out of my capital, I determined
that they should not exceed fifty pounds. As long
as that sum would last me I would remain abroad;
when it was spent my holiday should be over, and
I would return and settle down somewhere in the
neighbourhood of Russell Square, in order to be
near Mr. 's chambers in Lincoln’s-inn. I had
to wait in London for one day while my passport
was being made out, and I went to examine the
streets in which I purposed to live; I had picked
them out, from studying a map, as desirable; and
so they were, if judged entirely by my reason; but
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or forty guests, only stretched down half the length
of the eating-room. There were windows at each
end of the room; two looked to the front of the
house, on which the evening shadows had already
fallen; the opposite two were partly doors, opening
into a large garden full of trained fruit-trees and
beds of vegetables, amongst which rose-bushes and
other flowers seemed to grow by permission, not by
original intention. There was a stove at each end
of the room, which, I suspect, had originally been
divided into two. The door by which I had entered
was exactly in the middle, and opposite to it was
another, leading to a great bed-chamber, which my
hostess showed me as my sleepmg quarters for the
night.

If the place had been much less clean and in-
viting, I should have remained there; I was almost
surprised myself at my vis inertiee; once seated in
the last warm rays of the slanting sun by the garden
window, I was disinclined to move, or even to speak.
My hostess had taken my orders as to my evening
meal, and had left me. The sun went down, and
I grew shivery. The vast room looked cold and
bare; the darkness brought out shadows that per-
plexed me, because I could not fully make out the
objects that produced them after dazzling my eyes
by gazing out into the crimson light.

Some one came in; it was the maiden to prepare
for my supper. She began to lay the cloth at one
end of the large table. There was a smaller one
close by me. I mustered up my voice, which seemed
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I saw no change in their expression, as if I had
vexed her by my rudeness: her countenance did not
for an instant lose its look of patient sense, and that
is pretty nearly all I can remember of Thekla that
first evening at Heppenheim.

I suppose I ate my supper, or tried to do so, at
any rate; and I must have gone to bed, for days
after I became conscious of lying there, weak as a
new-born babe, and with a sense of past pain in all
my weary limbs. As is the case in recovering from
fever, one does not care to connect facts, much less
to reason upon them; so how I came to be lying in
that strange bed, in that large, half-furnished room;
in what house that room was; in what town, in what
country, I did not take the trouble to recal. It was
of much more consequence to me then to discover
what was the well-known herb that gave the scent
to the clean, coarse sheets in which I lay. Gradually
I extended my observations, always confining myself
to the present. I must have been well cared-for by
some one, and that lately, too, for the window was
shaded, so as to prevent the morning sun from coming
in upon the bed; there was the crackling of fresh
wood in the great white china stove, which must
have been newly replenished within & short time.

By-and-by the door opened slowly. I cannot tell
why, but my impulse was to shut my eyes as if
I were still asleep. But I .could see through my
apparently closed eyelids. In came, walking on tip-
toe, with a slow care that defeated its object, two
men. The first was aged from thirty to forty, in
the dress of a Black Forest peasant, — old-fashioned
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then replied in deliberate but tolerable English, to
my great surprise, — .

“It is the 29th of September, my dear sir. You
must thank the dear God. Your fever has made its
course of twenty-one days. Now patience and care
must be practised. The good host and his household
will have the care; you must have the patience. If
you have relations in England, I will do my endeav-
ours to tell them the state of your health.”

“I have no near relations,” said I, beginning in
my weakness to cry, as I remembered, as if it had
been a dream, the days when I had father, mother,.
sister.

“Chut, chut!” said he; then, turning to the
landlord, he told him in German to make Thekla
bring me one of her good bouillons; after which I
was to have certain medicines, and to sleep as un-
disturbedly as possible. For days, he went on, I
should require constant watching and careful feed-
ing; every twenty minutes I was to have something,
either wine or soup, in small quantities.

A dim notion came into my hazy mind that my
previous husbandry of my fifty pounds, by taking
long walks and scanty diet, would prove in the end
very bad economy; but I sank into dozing uncon-

“ sciousness before I could quite follow out my idea.
I was roused by the touch of a spoon on my lips;
it was Thekla feeding me. Her sweet, grave face
had something approaching to a mother’s look of
tenderness upon-it, as she gave me spoonful after
spoonful with gentle patience and dainty care: and
then I fell asleep once more. When next I wakened
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great wedding-ring that decked his third finger.
“My sister keeps house for me, and takes care of
the children, — that is to say, she does it with the
help of Thekla, the house-maiden. But I have other
servants,” he continued. “I am well to do, the
good God be thanked! I have land, and cattle,
and vineyards. It will soon be our vintage-time,
and then you must go and see my grapes as they
come into the village. I have a ‘ckasse,’ too, in the
Odenwald; perhaps one day you will be strong enough
to go and shoot the ‘ckevreudd’ with me.”

His good, true heart was trying to make me
feel like a welcome guest. Some time afterwards I
learnt from the doctor that — my poor fifty pounds
being nearly all expended — my host and he had
been brought to believe in my poverty, as the
necessary examination of my clothes and papers
showed so little evidence of wealth. But I myself
have but little to do with my story; I only name these
things, and repeat these conversations, to show
what a true, kind, honest man my host was. By
the way, I may as well call him by his name hence-
forward, Fritz Miiller. The doctor’s name, Wieder-
mann.

I was tired enough with this interview with
Fritz Miiller; but when Dr. Wiedermann came he
pronounced me to be much better; and through the
day much the same course was pursued as on the
previous one: being fed, lying still, and sleeping,
were my passive and active occupations. It was a
hot, sunshiny day, and I craved for air. Fresh air
does not enter into the pharmacopceia of a German

11%
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member it was to say that sheets were wanted for
some stranger's bed, and to ask where she, the
speaker, could have put the keys, in a tone of irri-
tation, as though Thekla were responsible for Friu-
lein Miiller's own forgetfulness.

Night came on; the sounds of daily life died
away into silence; the children’s voices were no
more heard; the poultry were all gone to roost; the
beasts of burden to their stables; and travellers were
housed. Then Thekla came in softly and quietly,
and took up her appointed place, after she had done
all in her power for my comfort. I felt that I was
in no state to be left all those weary hours which
intervened between sunset and sunrise; but I did
feel ashamed that this young woman, who had
watched by me all the previous night, and for aught
I knew, for many before, and had worked hard,
been run off her legs, as English servants would
say, all day long, should come and take up her
care of me again; and it was with a feeling of relief
that I saw her head bend forwards, and finally rest
on her arms, which had fallen on the white piece
of sewing spread before her on the table. She slept;
and I slept. When I wakened dawn was stealing
into the room, and making pale the lamplight.
Thekla was standing by the stove, where she had
been preparing the bouillon I should require on
wakening. But she did not notice my half-open
eyes, although her face was turned towards the bed.
She was reading a letter slowly, as if its words were
familiar to her, yet as though she were trying afresh
to extract some fuller or some different meaning
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thought; and at last the gratification of my curiosity
about this letter seemed to me a duty that I owed
to myself. As long as my fidgety inquisitiveness
remained ungratified, I felt as if I could not get
well. But to do myself justice, it was more than
inquisitiveness. Thekla had tended me with the
gentle, thoughtful care of a sister, in the midst of
her busy life. I could often hear the Friulein's
sharp voice outside blaming her for something that
had gone wrong; but I never heard much from
Thekla in reply. Her name was called in various
tones by different people, more frequently than I
could count, as if her services were in perpetual
requisition, yet I was never neglected, or even long
uncared-for. The doctor was kind and attentive;
my host friendly and really generous; his sister
subdued her acerbity of manner when in my room,
but Thekla was the one of all to whom I owed my
comforts, if not my life. If I could do anything
to smooth her path (and a little money goes a great
way in these primitive parts of Germany), how will-
ingly would I give it? So one night I began —
she was no longer needed to watch by my bedside,
but she was arranging my room before leaving me
for the night —

“Thekla,” said I, “you don’t belong to Heppen-
heim, do you?”

She looked at me, and reddened a httle

“No. Why do you ask?”

“You have been so good to me that I cannot
help wanting to know more about you. I must needs
feel interested in one who has been by my side
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“You cannot help me,” said she, a little softened
by my explanation, though some shade of resentment
at having been thus surreptitiously watched yet
lingered in her manner. “It is an old story; a sor-
row gone by, past, at least it ought to be, only some-
times I am foolish” — her tones were softening now
— “and it is punishment enough that you have seen
my folly.”

“If you had a brother here, Thekla, you would
let him give you his sympathy if he could not give
you his help, and you would not blame yourself if
you had shown him your sorrow, should you? I tell
you again, let me be as a brother to you.”

“In the first place, sir” — this “sir” was to
mark the distinction between me and the imaginary
brother — “I should have been ashamed to have
shown even a brother my sorrow, which is also my
reproach and my disgrace.” These were strong words;
and I suppose my face showed that I attributed to
them a still stronger meaning than they warranted;
but kone sott qui mal y pense — for she went on
dropping her eyes and speaking hurriedly.

“My shame and my reproach is this: I have
loved a man who has not loved me” —she grasped
her hands together till the fingers made deep white
dents in the rosy flesh — “and I can’t make out
whether he ever did, or whether he did once and is -
changed now; if only he did once love me, I could
forgive myself.”

‘With imsty, trembling hands she began to re-
arrange the tisane and medicines for the night on the
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and raised me a very little; her support was as firm
as a man’s could have been. Again back to her
work, and I to my slumbers, without a word being
exchanged.

It was broad daylight when I wakened again; I
could see the sunny atmosphere of the garden out-
side stealing in through the nicks at the side of the
shawl hung up to darken the room — a shawl
which I was sure bad not been there when I had
observed the window in the night. How gently my
nurse must have moved about while doing her
thoughtful act!

My breakfast was brought me by the hostess;
she who had received me on my first arrival at this
hospitable inn. She meant to do everything kindly,
I am sure; but a sick room was not her place; by a
thousand little mal-adroitnesses she fidgeted me past
bearing; her shoes creaked, her dress rustled; she
asked me questions about myself which it irritated
me to answer; she congratulated me on being so much
better, while I was faint for want of the food which
she delayed giving me in order to talk. My host had
more sense in him when he came in, although his
shoes creaked as well as hers. By this time I was
somewhat revived, and could talk a little; besides,
it seemed churlish to be longer without acknowledg-
ing so much kindness received.

“I am afraid T have been a great trouble,” said
I “I can only say that I am truly grateful.”

His good broad face reddened, and he moved a
little ‘uneasily.

“T don’t see how I could have done otherwise

Cousin Phillis, etc. 1
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for me, as she could have afforded to buy it, but my
stepmother will have hard enough work to provide
for her own four little girls. However,” she con-
tinued, brightening up, “I can help her, for now I
shall never marry; and my master here is just and
liberal, and pays me sixty florins a year, which is
high wages.” (Sixty florins are about five pounds
sterling.) ‘“And now, good-night, sir. This cup to
the left holds the tisane, that to the right the acorn-
tea.” She shaded the candle, and was leaving the
room. I raised myself on my elbow, and called her
back.

“Don’t go on thinking about this man,” said L
“He was not good enough for you. You are much
better unmarried.”

‘“Perhaps so,” she answered gravely. “But you
cannot do him justice; you do not know him.”

‘A few minutes after, I heard her soft and cau-
tious return; she had taken her shoes off, and came
in her stockinged feet up to my bedside, shading the
light with her hand. When she saw that my eyes
were open, she laid down two letters on the table,
close by my night-lamp.

‘“Perhaps, some time, sir, you would take the
trouble to read these letters; you would then see how
noble and clever Franz really is. It is I who ought
to be blamed, not he.”

No more was said that night.

Some time the next morning I read the letters.
They were filled with vague, inflated, sentimental
descriptions of his inner life and feelings; entirely
egotistical, and intermixed with quotations from
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yond, which of themselves gave him enough to do.
And his sister was oppressed with the perpetual
calls made upon her patience and her nerves in an
inn; and would rather go back and live at Worms.
And his children wanted so much looking after. By
the time he had placed himself in a condition for
requiring my full sympathy, I had finished my slow
toilette; and I had to interrupt his confidences, and
accept the help of his good strong arm to lead me
into the great eating-room, out of which my chamber
opened. I had a dreamy recollection of the vast
apartment. But how pleasantly it was changed!
There was the bare half of the room, it is true,
looking as it had done on that first afternoon, sun-
less and cheerless, with the long, unoccupied table,
and the necessary chairs for the possible visitors;
but round the windows that opened on the garden a
part of the room was enclosed by the household
clothes’-horses hung with great pieces of the blue
homespun cloth of which the dress of the Black
Forest peasant is made. This shut-in space was
warmed by the lighted stove, as well as by the
lowering rays of the October sun. There was a
little round walnut table with some flowers upon it,
and a great cushioned arm-chair placed so as to look
out upon the garden and the hills beyond. I felt
sure that this was all Thekla's arrangement; I had
rather wondered that I had seen so little of her this
day. She had come once or twice on necessary
errands into my room in the morning, but had ap-
peared to be in great haste, and had avoided meeting
my eye. Even when I had returned the letters, which
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I fretted at my wish not being granted, and, spoke
out.

“But Thekla told me the vintage was not till
the fourteenth; and you have a vineyard close be-
yond the garden on the slope of the hill out there,
have you not?”

“Yes; and grapes for the gathering. But per-
haps the gentleman does not know our laws. Until
the vintage — (the day of beginning the vintage is
fixed by the Grand Duke, and advertised in the
public papers) — until the vintage, all owners of
vineyards may only go on two appointed days in
every week to gather their grapes; on those two days
(Tuesdays and Fridays this year) they must gather
enough for the wants of their families; and if they
do not reckon rightly, and gather short measure,
why they have to go without. And these two last
days the Half-Moon has been besieged with visitors,
all of whom have asked for grapes. But to-morrow
the gentleman can have as Jnany as he will; it is
the day for gathering them.”

“Whata strange kind of paternal law,” I grumbled
out. “Why is it so ordained? Is it to secure the
owners dgainst pilfering from their unfenced vine-
yards?”

“I am sure I cannot tell,” she replied. “Country
people in these villages have strange customs in
many ways, as I daresay the English gentleman has
perceived. If he would come to Worms he would
see a different kind of life.”

“But not a view like this,” I replied, caught by
a sudden change of light — some cloud passing

Cousin Phillis, etc. 1
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enlered, carrying a great lovely boy of two years
old, or thereabouts, who had only his little night-
shirt on, and was all flushed with sleep. He held
tight in his hands a great cluster of muscatel and
noble grapes. He seemed like a little Bacchus, as
she carried him.towards me with an expression of
pretty loving pride upon her face as she looked at
him. But when he came close to me — the grim,
wasted, unshorn — he turned quick away, and hid
his face in her neck, still grasping tight his bunch
of grapes. She spoke to him rapidly and softly,
coaxing him as I could tell full well, although I could
not follow her words; and in a minute or two the
little fellow obeyed her, and turned and stretched
himself almost to overbalancing out of her arms, and
half-dropped the fruit on the bed by me. Then he
clutched at her again, burying his face in her ker-
chief, and fastening his little fists in her luxuriant
hair.

“It is my master's only boy,” said she, dis-
entangling his fingers with quiet patience, only to
have them grasp her braids afresh.. “He is my little
Max, my heart’s delight, only he must not pull so
hard. Say his ‘to-meet-again,’ and kiss his hand
lovingly, and we will go.” The promise of a speedy
departure from my dusky room proved irresistible;
he babbled out his Aufwiedersehen, and kissing his
chubby hand, he was borne away joyful and chat-
tering fast in his infantile half-language. I did not
see Thekla again until late afternoon, when she
brought me in my coffee. She was not like the same
creature as the blooming, cheerful maiden whom I

12#
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said I, smiling, to reassure her, though I felt rather
disappointed about the whole affair.

“No,” she replied. “Old Weber, his father, is
dead; he died in debt, and Franz will have no money.
And he was always one that needed money. Some
are, you know; and while I was thinking, and he
was standing near me, the Friulein came in; and —
and — I don’t wonder — for poor Franz is not a
pleasant-looking man now-a-days — she was very
angry, and called me a bold, bad girl, and said she
could have no such goings on at the ‘Halbmond,’
but would tell my master when he came home from
the forest.”

“But you could have told her that you were old
friends.” I hesitated, before saying the word lovers,
but, after a pause, out it came.

“Franz might have said so,” she replied, a little
stiffy. “I could not; but he went off as soon as
she bade him. He went to the ‘Adler’ over the
way, only saying he would come for my answer to-
morrow morning. I think it was he that should
have told her what we were — neighbours’ children
and early friends — not have left it all to me. Oh,”
said she, clasping her hands tight together, *“she will
make such a story of it to my master.”

“Never mind,” said I, “tell the master I want
to see him, as soon as he comes in from the forest,
and trust me to set him right before the Friulein
has the chance to set him wrong.”

She looked up at me gratefully, and went away
without any more words. Presently the fine burly
figure of my host stood at the opening to my en-
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stinetively cut my words short. When I had done,
he paused a little, and then said: “You would wish
me to learn all I can respecting this stranger now
at the ‘Adler,’ and give you the impression I receiye
of the fellow.” '

“Exactly so,” said I; “I want to learn all I can
about him for Thekla’s sake.”

“For Thekla's sake I will do it,” he gravely
repeated.

“And come to me to-night, even if I am gone to
bed?”

“Not 80,” he replied. “You must give me all
the time you can in a matter like this.”

“But he will come for Thekla’s answer in the
morning.”

“Before he comes you shall know all I can
learn.”

I was resting during the fatigues of dressing the
next day, when my host tapped at my door. He
looked graver and sterner than I had ever seen him
do before; he sat down almost before I had begged
him to do so.

‘“He is not worthy of her,” he said. “He drinks
brandy right hard; he boasts of his success at play,
and” — here he set his teeth hard — “‘he boasts of
the women who have loved him. In a village like
this, sir, there are always those who spend their
evenings in the gardens of the inns; and this man,
after he had drank his fill, made no secrets; it needed
no spying to find out what he was, else I should not
have been the one to do it.”

“Thekla must be told of this,” said I. “She is
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hood she had been his strength; that while under
her personal influence he had been negatively good;
away from her, he had fallen into mischief —"

“Not to say vice,” put in Herr Miiller.

“And now he came to her penitent, in sorrow,
desirous of amendment, asking her for the love she
seems to have considered as tacitly "plighted to him
in years gone by —”

“And which he has slighted and insulted. I hope
you told her of his words and conduct last night in
the ‘Adler’ gardens?”

“No. I kept myself to the general principle,
which, I am sure, is a true one. I repeated it in
different forms; for the idea of the duty of self-
sacrifice had taken strong possession of her fancy.
Perhaps, if I had failed in setting her notion of her
duty in the right aspect, I might have had recourse
to the statement of facts, which would have pained
her severely, but would have proved to her how
little his words of penitence and promises of amend-
ment were to be trusted to.”

“And it ended?”

“Ended by her being quite convinced that she
would be doing wrong instead of right if she married a
man whom she had entirely ceased to love, and that
no real good could come from a course of action
based on wrong-doing.”

“That is right and true,” he replied, his face
broadening into happiness again.

“But she says she must leave your service, and
go elsewhere.”
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like a foolish, impetuous lover, had spoken out his
mind and his wishes to her in the presence of his
sister, who, it must be remembered, had heard no
explanation of the conduct which had given her
propriety so great a shock the day before. Herr
Miiller thought to re-instate Thekla in his sister’s
good opinion by giving her in the Friulein's very
presence the highest possible mark of his own love
and esteem. And there in the kitchen, where the
Friulein was deeply engaged in the hot work of
making some delicate preserve on the stove, and
ordering Thekla about with short, sharp displeasure
in her tones, the master had come in, and possessing
himself of the maiden’s hand, had, to her infinite
surprise — to his sister’s infinite indignation — made
her the offer of his heart, his wealth, his life; had
begged of her to marry him. I could gather from
his account that she had been in a state of trembling
discomfiture at first; she had not spoken, but had
twisted her hand out of his, and had covered her
face with her apron. And then the Friulein had
burst forth — ‘“accursed words” he called her
speech. Thekla uncovered her face to listen; to
listen to the end; to listen to the passionate recrimi-
nation between the brother and the sister. And then she
went up, close up to the angry Friulein, and had said
quite quietly, but with a manner of final determina-
tion which had evidently sunk deep into her suitor's
heart, and depressed him into hopelessness, that the
Friiulein had no need to disturb herself; that on this
very day she had been thinking of marrying another
man, and that her heart was not like a room to let,






SIX WEEKS AT HEPPENHEIM. 191

worth having if Thekla left it; it was she who had
the head for everything, the patience for everything;
who ,stood between all the under-servants and the
Fréulein's tempers. As for the children, poor mother-
less children! Lottchen was sure that the master did
not know what he was doing when he allowed his
sister to turn Thekla away — and all for what? for
having a lover, as every girl had who could get one.
Why, the little boy Max slept in the room which
Lottchen shared with Thekla; and she heard him in
the night as quickly as if she was his mother; when
she had been sitting up with me, when I was so ill,
Lottchen had had to attend to him; and it was
weary work after a hard day to have to get up and
. soothe a teething child; she knew she had been cross
enough sometimes; but Thekla was always good and
gentle with him, however tired he was. And as
Lottchen left the room I could hear her repeating:
that she thought she should leave when Thekla
went, for that her place would not be worth
having.

Even the Friulein had her word of regret —
regret mingled with self-justification. She thought
she had been quite right in speaking to Thekla for
allowing such familiarities; how was she to know
that the man was an old friend and playmate? He
looked like a right profligate good-for-nothing. And
to have a servant take up her scolding as an un-
pardonable offence, and persist in quitting her place,
just when she had learnt all her work, and was s
useful in the household — so useful that the Friu-
lein could never put up with any fresh, stupid howse-
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English; and Altenahr is her home; her father’s
house is at Altenahr, as you know.”

“I wonder if he will go there,” quoth Herr
Miiller, after two or three more puffs. “He was fast
at the ‘Adler;’ he could not pay his score, so he
kept on staying here, saying that he should receive
a letter from a friend with money in a day or two;
lying in wait, too, for Thekla, who is well-known
and respected all through Heppenheim: so his being
an old friend of hers made him have a kind of
standing. I went in this morning and paid his
score, on condition that he left the place this day;
and he left the village as merrily as a cricket, car-
ing no more for Thekla than for the Kaiser who
built our church: for he never looked back at
the ‘Halbmond,” but went whistling down the
road.”

“That is a good riddance,” said I.

“Yes. But my sister says she must return to
Worms. And Lottchen has given notice; she says
the place will not be worth having when Thekla
leaves. I wish I could give notice too.”

“Try Thekla again.”

“Not I,” said he, reddening. “It would seem
now as if I only wanted her for a housekeeper. Be-
sides, she avoids me at every turn, and will not even
look at me. I am sure she bears me some ill-will
about that ne’er-do-well.”

There was silence between us for some time,
which he at length broke. :

“The pastor has a good and comely daughter.
Her mother is a famous housewife. They often
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to say, yet did not know how to begin. At length
I found that her sore, hot heart, wanted some sym-
pathy; her hand was against every one’s, and
she fancied every onme had turned against her.
She looked up at me, and said, a little abruptly,—

“Does the gentleman know that I go on the
fifteenth?”

“So soon?” said I, with surprise. “I thought
you were to remain here till All Saints’ Day.”

“So I should have done — so I must have done
— if the Friulein had not kindly given me leave
to accept of a place — a very good place too —
of housekeeper to a widow lady at Frankfort. It
is just the sort of situation.I have always wished
for. I expect I shall be so happy and comfortable
there.”

“Methinks the lady doth profess too much,”
came into my mind. I saw she expected me to
doubt the probability of her happiness, and was in a
defiant mood.

“Of course,” said I, “you would hardly have
wished to leave Heppenheim if you had been happy
here; and every new place always promises fair,
whatever its performance may be. But wherever
you go, remember you have always a friend in
me"ﬂ

“Yes,” she replied, “I think you are to be
trusted. Though, from my experience, I should say
that of very few men.”

“You have been unfortunate,” I answered; “many
men would say the same of women.” v

She thought a moment, and then said, in a
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or had probed too much. She alone looked sad and
grave, and spoke so little, even to her friends, that
it was evident to see that she was trying to wean
herself finally from the place. But I could see that
she had lost her short, defiant manner. What she
did say was kindly and gently spoken. The Friu-
lein came out late in the morning, dressed, I sup-
pose, in the latest Worms fashion — quite different
to anything I had ever seen before. She came up
to me, and talked very graciously to me for some
time.

“Here comes the proprietor (squire) and his lady,
and their dear children. See, the vintagers have
tied bunches of the finest grapes on to a stick,
heavier than the children or even the lady can carry.
Look! look! how he bows! — one can tell he has
been an aftacké at Vienna. That is the court way
of bowing there — holding the hat right down before
them, and bending the back at right angles. How
graceful! And here is the doctor! I thought he
would spare time to come up here. Well, doctor,
you will go all the more cheerfully to your next
patient for having been up into the vineyards. Non-
sense, about grapes making other patients for you.
Ah, here is the pastor and his wife, and the Friu-
lein Anna. Now, where is my brother, I wonder?
Up in the far vineyard, I make no doubt. Mr.
Pastor, the view up above is far finer than what it
is here, and the best grapes grow there; shall I ac-
company you and madame, and the dear Friulein?
The gentleman will excuse me.”

I was left alone. Presently I thought I would
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sleeved Sunday gown, daintily holding a parasol
over her luxuriant brown hair. Close behind her
came Herr Miiller, stopping now to speak to his
men, — again, to cull out a bunch of grapes to tie
on to the Friulein's stick; and by my feet sate the
proud serving-maid in her country dress, waiting for
my answer, with serious, up-turned eyes, and sad,
composed face.

“No, I am much obliged to you, Thekla; and
if I did not feel so strong I would have thankfully
taken your arm. But I only wanted to leave a mes-
sage for the master, just to say that I have gone
home.”

“Lina will give it to the father when he comes
down,” said Thekla.

I went slowly down into the garden. The great
labour of the day was over, and the younger part of
the population had returned to the village, and were
preparing the fireworks and pistol-shootings for the
evening. Already one or two of those well-known
German carts (in the shape of a V) were standing
near the vineyard gates, the patient oxen meekly
waiting while basketful after basketful of grapes
were being emptied into the leaf-lined receptacle.

As T sat down in my easy-chair close to the open
window through which I had entered, I could see
the men and women on the hill-side drawing to a
centre, and all stand round the pastor, bareheaded,
for a minute or so. I guessed that some words of
holy thanksgiving were being said, and I wished
that I had stayed to hear them, ahd mark my espe-
cial gratitude for having been spared to see that
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over at her touch, working his fingers in an unnatural
kind of way, and ending with a convulsive twitching
all over his body. Lina began to cry at the grave,
anxious look on our faces.

“You had better call the Friulein to look at
him,” said I. “I feel sure he ought to have a doctor;
I should say he was going to have a fit.”

“The Friulein and the master are gone to the
pastor’s for coffee, and Lottchen is in the higher
vineyard, taking the men their bread and beer. Could
you find the kitchen girl, or old Karl? he will be
in the stables, I think. I must lose no time.” Al-
most without waiting for my reply, she had passed
through the room, and in the empty house I could
hear her firm, careful footsteps going up the stair;
Lina’s pattering beside her; and the one voice wail-
ing, the other speaking low comfort.

I was tired enough, but this good family had
treated me too much like one of their own forme not
to do what I could in such a case as this. I made
my way out into the street, for the first time since
I had come to the house on that memorable evening
six weeks ago. I bribed the first person I met to
guide me to the doctor’s, and send him straight down
to the “Halbmond,” not staying to listen to the
thorough scolding he fell to giving me; then on to
the parsonage, to tell the master and the Friulein of
the state of things at home.

I was sorry to be the bearer of bad news into
such a festive chamber as the pastor’s. There they
sat, resting after heat dnd fatigue, each in their best
gala dress, the table spread with ‘“Dicker-milch,”
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was Lottchen; every one else was busy about the
poor little Max, who was passing from one fit into
another. I told Lottchen to ask the doctor to come
in and see me before he took his leave for the night,
and tired as I was, I kept up till after his visit,
though it was very late before he came; I could see
from his face how anxious he was. He would give
me no opinion as to the child’s chances of recovery,
from which I guessed that he had not much hope.
But when I expressed my fear he cut me very short.

“The truth is, you know nothing about it; no
more do I, for that matter. It is enough to try any
man, much less a father, to hear his perpetual moans
—not that he is conscious of pain, poor little worm;
but if she stops for a moment in her perpetual car-
rying him backwards and forwards, he plains so
piteously it is enough to — enough to make a man
bless the Lord who never led him into the pit of
matrimony. To see the father up there, following
her as she walks up and down the room, the child’s
head over her shoulder, and Miiller trying to make
the heavy eyes recognize the old familiar ways of
play, and the chirruping sounds which he can scarce
make for crying — I shall be here to-morrow early,
though before that either life or death will have
come without the old doctor's help.”

All night long I dreamt my feverish dream — of
the vineyard — the carts, which held little coffins
instead of baskets of grapes — of the pastor's
daughter, who would pull the dying child out of
Thekla’s arms; it was a bad, weary night! T slept
long into the morning; the broad daylight filled my
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Milner; she compares it, if I remember rightly, to
that of a tender-hearted boy, caring for his darling
bird, the loss of which. would embitter all the joys
of his holidays. We closed the door without noise,
so as not to waken the sleeping child. Lottchen
brought me my coffee and bread; she was ready
either to laugh or to weep on the shghtest occasion.
I could not tell if it was in innocence or mischief.
She asked me the following question, —

“Do you think Thekla will leave to-day, sir?”

In the afternoon I heard Thekla’s step behind my
extemporary screen. I knew it quite well. She
stopped for a moment before emerging into my view.

She was trying to look as composed as usual,
but, perhaps because her steady nerves had been
shaken by her night's watching, she could not help
faint touches of dimples at the corners of her mouth,
and her eyes were veiled from any inquisitive look
by their drooping lids.

“I thought you would like to know that the
doctor says Max is qulte out of danger now. He
will only require care.’

“Thank you,Thekla; Doctor— has been in already
this afternoon to tell me so, and I am truly glad.”

She went to the window, and looked out for a
moment. Many people were in the vineyards again
to-day; although we, in our household anxiety, had
paid them but little heed. Suddenly she turned round
into the room, and I saw that her face was crimson
with blushes. In another instant Herr Miiller entered
by the window.

‘“Has she told you, sir?”said he, possessing him-
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(Extract FROM A LETTER FROM RicHARD WHITTINGHAM, Esq.)

You were formerly so much amused at my pride
in my descent from that sister of Calvin’s, who mar-
ried a Whittingham, Dean of Durham, that I doubt
if you will be able to enter into the regard for my
distinguished relation that has led me to France, in
order to examine registers and archives, which, I
thought, might enable me to discover collateral de-
scendants of the great reformer, with whom I might
call cousins. I shall not tell you of my troubles
and adventures in this research; you are not worthy
to hear of them; but something so curious befel me
one evening last August, that if I had not been per-
fectly certain I was wide awake, I might have taken
it for a dream.

For the purpose I have named, it was necessary
that I should make Tours my head-quarters for a
time. I had traced descendants of the Calvin family
out of Normandy into the centre of France; but I
found it was necessary to have a kind of permission
from the bishop of the diocese before I could see
certain family papers, which had fallen into the pos-
session of the Church; and, as I had several English
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terminable. Of course night came on, and I was in
darkness. In England I might have had a chance
of seeing a light in some cottage only a field or two
off, and asking my way from the inhabitants; but
here I could see no such welcome sight; indeed, I
believe French peasants go to bed with the summer
daylight, so if there were any habitations in the
neighbourhood I never saw them. At last — I be-
lieve I must have walked two hours in the darkness,
— I saw the dusky outline of a wood on one side
of the weariful lane, and, impatiently careless of
all forest laws and penalties for trespassers, I made
my way to it, thinking that if the worst came to
the worst, I could find some covert — some shelter
where I could lie down and rest, until the morning
light gave me a chance of finding my way back to
Tours. But the plantation, on the outskirts of what
appeared to me a dense wood, was of young trees,
too closely planted to be more than slender stems
growing up to a good height, with scanty foliage
on their summits. On I went towards the thicker
forest, and once there I slackened my pace, and be-
gan to look about me for a good lair. I was as
dainty as Lochiel’s grandchild, who made his grand-
sire indignant at the luxury of his pillow of snow:
this brake was too full of brambles, that felt damp
with dew; there was no hurry, since I had given up
all hope of passing the night between four walls;
and I went leisurely groping about, and trusting that
there were no wolves to be poked out of their sum-
mer drowsiness by my stick, when all at once I saw
a chéteau before me, not a quarter of a mile off, at
14*
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was but civil to give it before I made my request
for assistance; so, in reply, I said —

“My name is Whittingham — Richard Whitting-
ham, an English gentleman, staying at " To
my infinite surprise, a light of pleased intelligence
came over the giant's face; he made me a low bow,
and said (still in the same curious dialect) that I
was welcome, that I was long expected.

“Long expected!” What could the fellow mean?
Had I stumbled on a nest of relations by John
Calvin's side, who had heard of my genealogical in-
quiries, and were gratified and interested by them?
But I was too much pleased to be under shelter for
the night to think it necessary to account for my
agreeable reception before I enjoyed it. Just as he
was opening the great heavy bdatfants of the door
that led from the hall to the interior, he turned
round and said, — .

‘“Apparently Monsieur le Géanquilleur is not
come with you.”

“No! I am all alone; I have lost my way,” —
and I was going on with my explanation, when he,
as if quite indifferent to it, led the way up a great
stone staircase, as wide as many rooms, and having
on each landing-place massive iron wickets, in a
heavy framework; ghese the porter unlocked with
the solemn slowness of age. Indeed, a strange, mys-
terious awe of the centuries that had passed away
since this chateau was built, came over me as I
waited for the turning of the ponderous keys in the
ancient locks. I could almost have fancied that I
heard a mighty rushing murmur (like the ceaseless
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tion, the apartment was so full of people, all intent
on their own <conversation. But my friend the porter
went up to a handsome lady of middle age, richly
attired in that antique manner which fashion has
brought round again of late years, and, waiting first
in an attitude of deep respect till her attention fell
upon him, told her my name and something about
me, as far as I could guess from the gestures of the
one and the sudden glance of the eye of the other.

She immediately came towards me with the most
friendly actions of greeting, even before she had ad-
vanced near enough to speak. Then, — and was
it not strange? — her words and accent were that of
the commonest peasant of the country. Yet she her-
self looked high-bred, and would have been dignified
had she been a shade less restless, had her counte-
nance worn a little less lively and inquisitive expres-
sion. I had been poking a good deal about the old
parts of Tours, and had had to understand the dialect
of the people who dwelt in the Marché au Vendredi
and similar places, or I really should not have un-
derstood my handsome hostess, as she offered to
present me to her husband, a henpecked, gentle-
manly man, who was more quaintly attired than she
in the very extreme of that style of dress. I thought
to myself that in France, as in England, it is the
provincials who carry fashion to such an excess as
to become ridiculous.

However, he spoke (still in the pafoss) of his
pleasure in making my acquaintance, and led me to
a strange uneasy easy-chair, much of a piece with
the rest of the furniture, which might have taken its
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evidently seen much service, and had been re-topped,
re-heeled, re-soled to the extent of cobbler’s powers.
‘Why should he have come in them if they were not
his best—his only pair? Aund what can be more
ungenteel than poverty? Then again he had an
uneasy trick of putting his hand up to his throat, as
if he expected to find something the matter with it;
and he had the awkward habit — which I do not
think he could have copied from Dr. Johnson, because
most probably he had never heard of him — of trying
always to retrace his steps on the exact boards on
which he had trodden to arrive at any particular
part of the room. Besides, to settle the question, I
once heard him addressed as Monsieur Poucet, without
any aristocratic “de” for a prefix; and nearly every
one else in the room was a marquis, at any rate.

I say, ‘“nearly every ome;” for some strange
people had the entrée; unless, indeed, they were,
like me, benighted. One of the guests I should have
taken for a servant, but for the extraordinary in-
fluence he seemed to have over the man I took for
his master, and who never did anything without,
apparently, being urged thereto by this follower. The
master, magnificently dressed, but ill at ease in his
clothes, as if they had been made for some one else,
was a weak-looking, handsome man, continually
sauntering about, and I almost guessed an object of
suspicion to some of the gentlemen present, which,
perhaps, drove him on the companionship of his
follower, who was dressed something in the style of
an ambassador’s chasseur; yet it was not a chasseur’s
dress after all; it was something more thoroughly old-
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keep up the character of the nation, that we were
abmost confidential -before ten minutes had elapsed.

Now I was quite aware that the welcome which
all had extended to me, from the porter up to the
vivacious lady and meek lord of the castle, was in-
tended for some other person. But it required either
a degree of moral courage, of which I cannot boast,
or the self-reliance and conversational powers of a
bolder and cleverer man than I, to undeceive people
who had fallen into so fortunate a mistake for me.
Yet the little man by my side insinuated himself so
much into my confidence, that I had half a mind to
tell him of my exact situation, and to turn him into
a friend and an ally. :

“Madame is perceptibly growing older,” said
he, in the midst of my perplexity, glancing at our
hostess. .

“Madame is still a very fine woman,” replied I.

“Now, is it not strange,” continued he, lowering
his voice, “how women almost invariably praise the
absent, or departed, as if they were angels of light,
while as for the present, or the living” — here he
shrugged up his little shoulders, and made an ex-
pressive pause. “Would you believe it! Madame
is always praising her late husband to monsieur’s
face; till, in fact, we guests are quite perplexed
how to look: for, you know, the late M. de Retz’s
character was quite notorious, — everybody has
heard of him.” All the world of Touraine, thought
I, but I made an assenting noise.

At this instant, monsieur our host came up to me,
and with a civil look of tender interest (such as some

i
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am rather proud of my descent from families which,
if not noble themselves, are allied to nobility, — and
as to my “rise in the world” — if I had risen, it
would have been rather for balloon-like qualities than
for mother-wit, to being unencumbered with heavy
ballast either in my head or my pockets. However,
it was my cue to agree: so I smiled again.

“For my part,” said he, “if a man does not stick
at trifles, if he knows how to judiciously add to, or
withhold facts, and is not sentimental in his parade
of humanity, he is sure to do well; sure to affix a
de or von to his name, and end his days in comfort.
There is an example of what I am saying” — and
he glanced furtively at the weak-looking master of
‘the sharp, intelligent servant, whom I have called
the chasseur.

“Monsieur le Marquis would never have been
anything but a miller’s son, if it had not been for
the talents of his servant. Of course you knew his
antecedents?”

I was going to make some remarks on the changes
in the order of the peerage since the days of Louis XVI.
— going, in fact, to be very sensible and historical
— when there was a slight commotion among the-
people at the other end of the room. Lacqueys in
quaint liveries must have come in from behind the
tapestry, I suppose (for I never saw them enter,
though I sate right opposite to the doors), and were
handing about the slight beverages and slighter viands
which are considered sufficient refreshments, but which
looked rather meagre to my hungry appesite. These
footmen were standing selemnly oppesite to a lady,
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noyance, to be reciprocally tender, and turned away
with some little French expression, best rendered
into English by ‘“Poeh, pooh, my dear!”

After I had had a glass of delicious wine of
some unknown quality, my courage was in rather
better plight than before, and I told my cynical
little neighbour — whom I must say I was begin-
ning to dislike — that I had lost my way in the
wood, and had arrived at the chéteau quite by mis-

* take.

He seemed mightily amused at my story; said
that the same thing had bhappened to himself more
than once; and told me that I had better luck than
he had on one of these occasions, when, from his
account, he must have been in considerable danger
of his life. He ended his story by making me ad-
mire his boots, which he said he still wore, patched
though they were, and all their excellent quality
lost by patching, because they were of such a first-
rate make for long pedestrian excursions. “Though,
indeed,” he wound up by saying, “the new fashion
of railroads would seem to supersede the necessity
for this description of boots.”

When I consulted him as to whether I ought to
make myself known to my host and hostess as a
benighted traveller, instead of the guest whom they
had taken me for, he exclaimed, ‘“By no means! I
hate such squeamish morality.” And he seemed
much offended by my innocent question, as if it
seemed by implication to condemn something in
himself. He was offended and silent; and just at
this moment I caught the sweet, attractive eyes of
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said my companion to the lady drawing near to us,
“it is like you to come to me, now that I can no
longer go to you.” Then turning to me, and grace-
fully drawing me into the conversation, she said,
“You must know that, although we never met until
we were both married, we have been almost like
sisters ever since. There have been so many points
of resemblance in our circumstances, and I think I
may say in our characters. We had each two elder
sisters — mine were but half-sisters, though — who
were not so kind to us as they might have been.”

“But have been sorry for it since,” put in the
other lady.

“Since we have married princes,” continued the
same lady, with an arch smile that had nothing of
unkindness in it, “for we both have married far
above our original stations in life; we are both un-
punctual in our habits, and, in consequence of this
failing of ours, we have both had to suffer mortifica-
tion and pain.”

“And both are charming,” said a whisper close
behind me. “My lord the marquis, say it — say,
‘And both are charming.’”

“And both are charming,” was spoken aloud by
another voice. I turned, and saw the wily cat-like
chasseur, prompting his master to make civil
speeches.

The ladies bowed with that kind of haughty
acknowledgment which shows that compliments from
such a source are distasteful. But our trio of con-
versation was broken up, and I was sorry for it.
The marquis looked as if he had been stirred up to
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“Madame de Mioumiou was anxious to see you,”
said he, addressing the lady with the roses, “so I
have brought her across to give you a pleasure!”
‘What an honest, good face! but oh! how ugly! And
yet I liked his ugliness better than most persons’
beauty. There was a look of pathetic acknowledg-
ment- of his ugliness, and a deprecation of your too
hasty judgment, in his countenance that was posi-
tively winning. The soft, white lady kept glancing
at my neighbour the chasseur, as if they had had
some former acquaintance, which puzzled me very
much, as they were of such different rank. How-
ever, their nerves were evidently strung to the same
tune, for at a sound behind the tapestry, which was
more like the scuttering of rats and mice than any-
thing else, both Madame de Mioumiou and the
chasseur started with the most eager look of anxiety
on their countenances, and by their restless move-
ments — madame’s panting, and the fiery dilation
‘of his eyes — one might see that commonplace
sounds affected them both in a manner very different
to the rest of the company. The ugly husband of
the .lovely lady with the roses now addressed him-
self to me.

““We are much disappointed,” he said, “in finding
that monsieur is not accompanied by his countryman
— le grand Jean d'Angleterre; I cannot pronounce
his name rightly” — and he looked at me to help
him out.

“Le grand Jean d’Angleterre!” now who was le
grand Jean d’Angleterre? John Bull? John Russell?
John Bright?

15%
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who once lived hereabouts; the tradition is that she
was devoured by a wolf. In former days I have
seen her on this night out of yonder window at the
end of the gallery. Will you, ma belle, take mon-
sieur to see the view outside by the moonlight (you
may possibly see the phantom-child); and leave me
to a little ¢2fe-a-¢téte with your husband?”

With a gentle movement the lady with the roses
complied with the other’s request, and we went to a
great window, looking down on the forest, in which
I had lost my way. The tops of the far-spreading
and leafy trees lay motionless beneath us in that
pale, wan light, which shows objects almost as dis-
tinct in form, though not in colour, as by day. We
looked down on the countless avenues, which seemed
to converge from all quarters to the great old castle;
and suddenly across ome, quite near to us, there
passed the figure of a little girl, with the ‘“capuchon”
on, that takes the place of a peasant girl’s bonnet
in France. She had a basket on one arm, and by
her, on the side to which her head was turned,
there went a wolf. I could almost have said it was
licking her hand, as if in penitent love, if either
penitence or love had ever been a quality of wolves,
— but though not of living, perhaps it may be of
phantom wolves.

“There, we have seen her!” exclaimed my beau-
tiful companion. “Though so long dead, her simple
story of household goodness and trustful simplicity
still lingers in the hearts of all who have ever heard
of her; and the country-people about here say that
seeing that phantom-child on this anniversary brings.
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thing I have seen before — in an engraving from an
historical picture, I think; only, it is there the prin-
cipal figure in a group: he is holding a lady by her
hair, and threatening her with his scimitar, while
two cavaliers are rushing up the stairs, apparently
only just in time to save her life.”

“Alas, alas!” said she, ‘“you too accurately
describe a miserable passage in my life, which has
often been represented in a false light. The best of
husbands” — here she sobbed, and became slightly
. inarticulate with her grief — “will sometimes be
displeased. I was young and curious, he was justly
angry with my disobedience — my brothers were too
hasty — the consequence is, I became a widow!”

After due respect for her tears, I ventured to
suggest some commonplace consolation. She turned
round sharply: —

“No, monsieur: my only comfort is that I have
never forgiven the brothers who interfered so cruelly,
in such an uncalled-for manner, between my dear
husband and myself. To quote my friend Monsieur
Sganarelle — ‘Ce sont petites choses qui sont de
temps en temps nécessaires dans I'amitié; et cing ou
six coups d’épée entre gens qui s’aiment ne font que
ragaillardir I'affection.” You observe the colouring is
not quite what it should be?”

“In this light the beard is of rather a peculiar
tint,” said I

“Yes: the painter did not do it justice. It was
most lovely, and gave him such a distinguished air,
quite different from the common herd. Stay, I will
show you the exact colour, if you will come near
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Docror Brown was poor, and had to make his
way in the world. He had gone to study his pro-
fession in Edinburgh, and his energy, ability, and
good conduct had entitled him to some notice on
the part of the professors. Once introduced to the
ladies of their families, his prepossessing appearance
and pleasing manners made him a universal favour-
ite, and perhaps no other sthdent received so many
invitations to dances and evening parties, or was so
often singled out to fill up an odd vacancy at the
last moment at the dinner-table. No one knew par-
ticularly who he was, or where he sprang from; but
then he had no near relations, as he had once or
twice observed; so he was evidently not hampered
with low-born or low-bred connections. He had
been in mourning for his mother when he first came
to college.

All this much was recalled to the recollection of
Professor Frazer by his niece Margaret, as she stood
before him one morning in his study, telling him, in
a low, but resolute voice, that the night before
Doctor James Brown had offered her marriage —
that she had accepted him, — and that he was in-
tending to call on Professor Frazer (her uncle and
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for the opinion of a love-sick girl? He is a handsome,
plausible young fellow, of good address. And I
don’t mean to deny his ability. But there is something
about him I never did like, and now it's accounted
for. And Sir Alexander — Well, well! your aunt
will be disappointed in you, Margaret. But you
were always a headstrong girl. Has this Jamie
Brown ever told you who or what his parents were,
or where he comes from? I don’t ask about his
forbears, for he does not look like a lad who has
ever had ancestors: and you a Frazer of Lovat!
Fie, for shame, Margaret! Who is this Jamie
Brown?”

“He is James Brown, Doctor of Medicine of the
University of Edinburgh: a good, clever young man,
whom I love with my whole heart,” replied Margaret,
reddening.

“Hoot! is that the way for a maiden to speak?
‘Where does he come from? Who are his kinsfolk?
Unless he can give a pretty good account of his
family and prospects, I shall just bid him begone,
Margaret, and that I tell you fairly.”

“Uncle” — her eyes were filling with hot indignant
tears), “I am of age; you know he is good and
clever; else why have you had him so often to your
house? I marry him, and not his kinsfolk. He is
an orphan. I doubt if he has any relations that he
keeps up with. He has no brothers nor sisters. I
don’t care where he comes from.”

“What was his father?"” asked Professor Frazer,
coldly.

“I don't know. Why should I go prying into
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“O! Uncle Frazer, don't speak so. See Dr. Brown,
and at any rate — for my sake — tell him you
consent. Let me belong to you that much. It
seems so desolate at such a time, to have to dispose
of myself as if nobody owned or cared for me.”

The door was thrown open, and Doctor James
Brown was announced. Margaret hastened away;
and, before he was aware, the Professor had given
a sort of consent, without asking a question of the
happy young man, who hurried away to seek his
betrothed ; leaving her uncle muttering to himself.

Both Doctor and Mrs. Frazer were so strongly
opposed to Margaret's engageient, in reality, that
they could not help showing it by manner and
implication; although they had the grace to keep
silent. But Margaret felt even more keenly than
her lover that he was not welcome in the house.
Her pleasure in seeing him was destroyed by her
sense of the coldness with which he was received;
and she willingly yielded to his desire of a short
engagement; which was contrary to their original
plan of waiting until he should be settled in practice
in London, and should see his way clear to such
an income as would render their marriage a prudent
step. Doctor and Mrs. Frazer neither objected nor
approved. Margaret would rather have had the
most vehement opposition than this icy coldness.
But it made her turn with redoubled affection to her
warm-hearted and sympathizing lover. Not that she
had ever discussed her uncle and aunt’s behaviour
with him. As long as he was apparently unaware
of it, she would not awaken him to a sense of it.
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zest, because Margaret had slightly questioned the
wisdom of starting in life with a man-servant; but
had yielded to Doctor Brown’s arguments on the
necessity of keeping up a respectable appearance,
making a decent show, &c., to any one who might
be inclined to consult him, but be daunted by the
appearance of old Christie out of the kitchen, and
unwilling to leave a message with one who spoke
such unintelligible English. Crawford was so good
a carpenter that he could put up shelves, adjust
faulty hinges, mend locks, and even went the length
of constructing a box out of some old boards that
had once formed a packing-case. Crawford one day,
when his master was too busy to go out for his
dinner, improvised an omelette as good as any Doctor
Brown had ever tasted in Paris, when he was study-
ing there. In short, Crawford was a kind of Ad-
mirable Crichton in his way, and Margaret was quite
convinced that Doctor Brown was right in his de-
cision that they must have a man-servant; even be-
fore she was respectfully greeted by Crawford as he
opened the door to the newly-married couple, when
they came to their new home after their short wed-
ding tour.

Doctor Brown was rather afraid lest Margaret
should think the house bare and cheerless in its
half-furnished state; for he had obeyed her injunc-
tions and bought as little furniture as might be, in
addition to the few things he had inherited from his
mother. His consulting-room (how grand it sounded!)
was completely arranged, ready for stray patients;
and it was well calculated to make a good im-

.
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furnished as if by magic, and no bills — the usual
consequences of comfort — be forthcoming. But
with the morning and daylight Doctor Brown’s anxiety
returned. He saw and felt every crack in the ceil-
ing, every spot on the paper, not for himself, but for
Margaret. He was constantly in his own mind, as
it seemed, comparing the home he had brought her
to, with the one she had left. He seemed constantly
afraid lest she had repented, or would repent having
married him. This morbid restlessness was the only
drawback to their great happiness; and, to do away
with it, Margaret was led into expenses much be-
yond her original intention. She bought this article
in preference to that because her husband, if he went
shopping with her, seemed so miserable if he suspected
that she denied herself the slightest wish on the score
of economy. She learnt to avoid taking him out
with her when she went to make her purchases, as
it was a very simple thing to her to choose the least
expensive thing, even though it were the ugliest,
when she was by herself, but not a simple painless
thing to harden her heart to his look of mortifica-
tion when she quietly said to the shopman that she
could not afford this or that. On coming out of a
shop after one of these occasions, he had said —

“0O, Margaret, I ought not to have married you.
You must forgive me — I have so loved you.”

“Forgive you, James!” said she. “For making
me so happy! What should make you think I care
so much for rep in preference to moreen? Don’t
speak so again, please.” '

Cousin Phillis, etc. 16
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depression of spirits. Christie did not pretend to
like Crawford; but, as Margaret quietly declined to
listen to her grumblings and discontent on this head,
and as Crawford himself was almost painfully soli-
citous to gain the good opinion of the old Scotch
woman, there was no open rupture between them.
On the whole, the popular, successful Doctor Brown
was apparently the most anxious person in his family.
There could be no great cause for this as regarded
his money affairs. By one of those lucky accidents
which sometimes lift a man up out of his struggles,
and carry him on t6 smooth unencumbered ground,
he made a great step in his professional progress,
and their income from this source was likely to be
fully as much as Margaret and he had ever anti-
cipated in their most sanguine moments, with the
likelihood, too, of a steady increase as the years
went on.

I must explain myself more fully on this head.

Margaret herself had rather more than a hun-
dred a year; sometimes, indeed, her dividends had
amounted to a hundred and thirty or forty pounds;
but on that she dared not rely. Doctor Brown had
seventeen hundred remaining of the three thousand
left him by his mother; and, out of this, he had to
pay for some of the furniture, the bills for which
had not been sent in at the time, in spite of all
Margaret’s entreaties that such might be the case.
They came in about a week before the time when
the events I am going to narrate took place. Of
course they amounted to more than even the prudent
Margaret had expected, and she was a little dis-

16*
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tated by the puffs of smoke coming over her pretty
white work than she cared to show; and it was in a
sharper tone than usual that she spoke, in bidding
Crawford take care and have the chimney swept.
The next morning all had cleared brightly off. Her
husband had convinced her that their money matters
were going on well; the fire burned briskly at break-
fast time, artd the unwonted sun shone in at the
windows. Margaret was surprised when Crawford
told her that he had not been able to meet with a
chimney-sweeper that morning, but that he had tried
to arrange the coals in the grate so that, for this one
morning at least, his mistress should not be annoyed,
and, by the next, he would take care to secure a
sweep. Margaret thanked him, and acquiesced in
all his plans about giving a general cleaning to the
room, the more readily because she felt that she had
spoken sharply the night before. She decided to
go and pay all her bills, and make some distant
calls on the next morning; and her husband pro-
mised to go into the City and provide her with the
money.

This he did. He showed her the notes that even-
ing, locked them up for the night in his bureau;
and, lo, in the morning they were gone! They had
breakfasted in the back parlour, or half-furnished
dining-room. A charwoman was in the front room,
cleaning after the sweeps. Doctor Brown went to
his bureau, singing an old Scotch tune as he left the
dining-room. It was so long before he came back,
that Margaret went to look for him. He was sitting
in the chair nearest to the bureau, leaning his head
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You did not take the numbers of the notes?” ring-
ing the bell as she spoke.

. “No; they were only to be in our possession one
night,” he said.

“No, to be sure not.”

The charwoman now appeared at the door with
her pail of hot water. Margaret looked into her
face, as if to read guilt or innocence. She was a
protégée of Christie’s, who was not apt to accord her
favour easily, or without good grounds; an honest,
decent widow, with a large family to maintain by
her labour, — that was the character in which Mar-
garet had engaged her; and she looked it. Grimy
in her dress — because she could not spare the
money or time to be clean — her skin looked healthy
and cared for; she had a straightforward, business-
like appearance about her, and seemed in no ways
daunted nor surprised to seé Doctor and Mrs. Brown
standing in the middle of the room, in displeased
perplexity and distress. She went about her busi-
ness without taking any particular notice of them.
Margaret's suspicions settled down yet more distinctly
upon the chimney-sweeper; but he could not have
gone far, the notes could hardly have got into circu-
lation. Such a sum could not have been spent by
such a man in so short a time, and the restoration
of the money was her first, her only object. She
had scarcely a thought for subsequent duties, such
as prosecution of the offender, and the like conse-
quences of crime. While her whole energies were
bent on the speedy recovery of the money, and she
was rapidly going over the necessary steps to be
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_ have thought there had been so much wickedness in
him?”

“How was it he got into the bureau?” said Mar-
garet, turning to her husband. “Was the lock
broken?”

He roused himself up, like one who wakens from
sleep. :

“Yes! No! I suppose I had turned the key- with-
out locking it last night. The bureau was closed,
not locked, when I went to it this morning, and the
bolt was shot.” He relapsed into inactive, thoughtful
silence.

“At any rate, it i8 no use losing time in wonder-
ing now. Go, Crawford, as fast as you can, for a
policeman. You know the name of the chimney-
sweeper, of course,” she added, as Crawford was pre-
paring to leave the room.

“Indeed, ma'am, I'm very sorry, but I just agreed
with the first who was passing along the street. If
I could have known —"

But Margaret had turned away with an impatient
gesture of despair. Crawford went without another
word to seek a policeman.

In vain did his wife try and persuade Doctor
Brown to taste any breakfast; a cup of tea was all
he would try to swallow, and that was taken in hasty
gulps, to clear his dry throat, as he heard Crawford’s
voice talking to the policeman whom he was usher-
ing in.

The policeman heard all, and said little. Then
the inspector came. Doctor Brown seemed to leave
all the talking to Crawford, who apparently liked
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Brown was trying to read the morning’s letters
(which had just been delivered), but his hands shook
so much that he could not see a line.

“Doctor Brown,” said the inspector, “I have
little doubt that your man-servant has committed this
robbery. I judge so from his whole manner; and
from his anxiety to tell the story, and his way of
trying to throw suspicion on the chimmey-sweeper,
neither whose name nor dwelling can he give; at
least he says not. Your wife tells us he has already
been out of the house this morning, even before he
went to sammon a policeman; so there is little doubt
that he has found means for concealing or disposing
of the notes; and you say you do not know the
numbers. However, that can probably be ascer-
tained.”

At this moment Christie knocked at the door,
and, in a state of great agitation, demanded to speak
to Margaret. She brought up an additional store of
suspicious circumstances, none of them much in
themselves, but all tending to criminate her fellow-
servant. She had expected to find herself blamed
for starting the idea of Crawford’s guilt, and was
rather surprised to find herself listened to with at-
tention by the inspector. This led her to tell many
other little things, all bearing against Crawford,
which, a dread of being thought jealous and quarrel-
some, had led her to conceal before from her master
and mistress. At the end of her story the inspector
said:

“There can be no doubt of the course to be
taken. You, sir, must give your man-servant in
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charge from the policeman on the beat, he had
stationed a detective officer within sight of the house,
to watch all ingress or egress; so that Crawford’s
whereabouts would soon have been discovered if he
had attempted to escape. '
Margaret’s attention was now directed to her
husband. He was making hurried preparations for
setting off on his round of visits, and evidently did
not wish to have any conversation with her on the
subject of the morning’s event. He promised to be
back by eleven o’clock; before which time, the in-
spector had assured them, their presence would not
be needed. 'Once or twice Doctor Brown said, as if
to himself, “It is a miserable business.” Indeed,
Margaret felt it to be so; and now that the necessity
for immediate speech and action was over, she be-
gan to fancy that she must be very hard-hearted —
very deficient in common feeling; inasmuch as she
had not suffered like her husband, at the discovery
that the servant — whom they had been learning to
consider as a friend, and to look upon as having
their interests so warmly at heart — was, in all pro-
bability, a treacherous thief. She remembered all
his pretty marks of attention to her, from the day
when he had welcomed her arrival at her new
home by his humble present of flowers, until only
the day before, when, seeing her fatigued, he had,
unasked, made her a cup of coffee, — coffee such
as none but he could make. How often had he
thought of warm dry clothes for her husband; how
wakeful had he been at nights; how diligent in the
mornings! It was no wonder that her husband felt
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than trusting, that they should not all be murdered
in their beds before the week was out. It must be
confessed, Margaret herself was not entirely free
from fears of Crawford’s vengeance; his eyes had
looked so maliciously and vindictively at her and at
her husband, as they gave their evidence.

But his absence in the household gave Margaret
enough to do to prevent her dwelling on foolish
fears. His being away made a terrible blank in their
daily comfort, which neither Margaret nor Christie
— exert themselves as they would — could fill up;
and it was the more necessary that all should go on
smoothly, as Doctor Brown's nerves had received
such a shock, at the discovery of the guilt of his
favourite, trusted servant, that Margaret was led at
times to apprehend a serious illness. He would pace
about the room at night, when he thought she was
asleep, moaning to himself — and in the morning
would require the utmost persuasion to induce him
to go out and see his patients. He was worse than
ever, after consulting the lawyer whom he had em-
ployed to conduct the prosecution. There was, as
Margaret was brought unwillirigly to perceive, some
mystery in the case; for he eagerly took his letters
from the post, going to the door as soon as he heard
the knock, and concealing their directions from her.
As the week passed away, his nervous misery still
increased. )

One evening — the candles were not lighted —
he was sitting over the fire in a listless attitude, rest-
ing his head on his hand, and that supported on his
knee, — Margaret determined to try an experiment,
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ceive a blessing for doing as you would be done by, . -

that you tell no one!’ I really think that girl awed
her aunt, in some strange way, into secrecy. But,
when she was left alone, she cried long and sadly,
to think what a shadow rested on the heart she loved
so dearly, and she meant to strive to lighten the
life, and to conceal for ever that she had heard of
the burden; but now she thinks — O, my husband!
how you must have suffered —" as he bent down
his head on her shoulder and cried terrible man’s
tears.

“God be thanked!” he said at length. “You
know all, and you do not shrink from me. O, what
a miserable, deceitful coward I have been! Suffered!
Yes — suffered enough to drive me mad; and if I
had but been brave, I might have been spared all
this long twelve months of agony. But it is right I
should have been punished. And you knew it even
before we were married, when you might have drawn
back!”

“I could not: you would not have broken off
your engagement with me, would you, under the
like circumstances, if our cases had been reversed?”

“I do not know. Perhaps I might, for I am not
50 brave, so good, so strong as you, my Margaret.
How could I be? Let me tell you more: We
wandered about, my mother and I, thankful that our
name was such a common one, but shrinking from
every allusion —in a way which no one can under-
stand, who has not been conscious of an inward sore.
Living in an assize town was torture: a commercial
one was nearly as bad. My father was the son of a

Cousin Phillis, etc, 17
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After a while he began again. “But, O Mar-
garet! even now you do not know the worst. After
my mother's death, I found a bundle of law papers
— of newspaper reports about my father's trial.
Poor soul! why she had kept them, I cannot say.
They were covered over with notes in her hand-
writing; and, for that reason, I kept them. It was
so touching to read her record of the days spent by
her in her solitary innocence, while he was embroil-
ing himself deeper and deeper in crime. I kept
this bundle (as I thought so safely!) in a secret
drawer of my bureau; but that wretch Crawford has
got hold of it. I missed the papers that very morn-
ing. The loss of them was infinitely worse than
the loss of the money; and now Crawford threatens
to bring out the one terrible fact, in open court,
if he can; and his lawyer may do it, I believe. At
any rate, to have it blazoned out to the world, —
I who have spent my life in fearing this hour! But
most of all for you, Margaret! Still — if only it
could be avoided! Who will employ the son of
Brown, the noted forger? I shall lose all my prac-
tice. Men will look askance at me as I enter. their
doors. They will drive me into crime. I sometimes
fear that crime is hereditary! O Margaret! whatam
Ito do?”

“What can you do?” she asked.
“I can refuse to prosecute.”
“Let Crawford go free, you knowing him to be
guilty?”
“I know him to be guilty.”
17*
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physician, was son of the notorious Brown the forger.
All the consequencés took place which he had anti-
cipated. Crawford had to suffer a severe sentence;
and Doctor Brown and his wife had to leave their
house and to go to a smaller one; they had to pinch
and "to screw, aided in all most zealously by the
faithful Christie. But Doctor Brown was lighter-
hearted than he had ever been before in his con-
scious life-time. His foot was now firmly planted
on the ground, and every step he rose was a sure
gain. People did say, that Margaret had been
seen, in those worst times, on her hands and
- knees -cleaning her own door-step. But I don't
believe it, for Christie would never have let her do
that. And, as far as my own evidence goes, I can
only say that, the last time I was in Londomn, I
saw a brass-plate with Doctor James Brown upon it,
on the door of a handsome house in a handsome
square. And as I looked, I'saw a brougham drive
up to the door, and a lady get out, and go inte
that house, who was certainly the Margaret Frazer
of old days — graver, more portly, more stern I
had almost said. But, as I watched and thought,
I saw her .come to the dining-room window with a
baby in her arms, and her whole face melted into
a smile of infinite sweetness.

END OF RIGHT AT LAST.
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salary. This, indeed, was so liberal that he might
have been justified in taking a much larger house
than the one he did, had he not thought himself
bound to set an example to Londoners of how little
a Manchester man of business cared for show. In-
side, however, he furnished it with an unusual
degree of comfort, and, in the winter-time, he in-
sisted on keeping up as large fires as the grates
would allow, in every room where the temperature
was in the least chilly. Moreover, his northern
sense of hospitality was such,- that, if he were at
home, ke could hardly suffer a visitor to leave the
house without forcing meat and drink upon him.
Every servant in the house was well warmed, well
fed, and kindly treated; for their master scorned
all petty saving in aught that conduced to comfort;
while he amused himself by following out all his
accustomed habits and individual ways, in defiance
of what any of his new neighbours might think.

His wife was a pretty, gentle woman, of suitable
age and character. He was forty-two, she thirty-five.
He was loud and decided; she soft and yielding.
They had two children; or rather, I should say, she
had two; for the elder, a girl of eleven, was Mrs.
Openshaw’s child by Frank Wilson, her first hus-
band. The younger was a little boy, Edwin, who
could just prattle, and to whom his father delighted
to speak in the broadest and most unintelligible Lan-
cashire dialect, in order to keep up what he called
the true Saxon accent.

Mrs. Openshaw’s Christian-name was Alice, and
her first husband had been her own cousin. She was
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the young couple, and spent many an evening at
their lodgings, smoking his pipe, and sipping his
grog; bit he told them that, for quietness’ sake, he
could not ask them to his own house; for his wife
was bitter against them. They were not, however,
very unhappy about this.

The seed of future unhappiness lay rather in
Frank's vehement, passionate disposition; which led
him to resent his wife’s shyness and want of demon-
strativeness as failures in conjugal duty. He was al-
ready tormenting himself, and her too, in a slighter
degree, by apprehensions and imaginations of what
might befal her during his approaching absence at
sea. At last, he went to his father and urged him to
insist upon Alice’s being once more received under
his roof; the more especially as there was now a
prospect of her confinement while her husband was
away on his voyage. .Captain Wilson was, as he
himself expressed it, ‘“breaking up,” and unwilling
te undergo the excitement of a scene; yet he felt
that what his son said was true. So he went to his
wife. And before Frank set sail, he had the com-
fort of seeing his wife installed in her old little garret
in his father’s house. To have placed her in the one
best spare room, was a step beyond Mrs. Wilson's
powers of submission or generosity. The worst part
about it, however, was that the faithful Norah had
to be dismissed. Her place as housemaid had been
filled up; and, even if it had not, she had forfeited
Mrs. Wilson’s good opinion for ever. She comforted
her young master and mistress by pleasant prophecies
of the time when they would have a household of
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more than two hundred pounds (all his savings) in
the bank.

It became time for Alice to hear from her hus-
band. One letter from the Cape she had already
received. The next was to announce his arrival in
India. As week after week passed over, and no in-
telligence of the ship having got there reached the
office of the owners, and the Captain's wife was in
the same state of ignorant suspense as Alice herself,
her fears grew most oppressive. At length the day
came when, in reply to her inquiry at the Shipping
Office, they told her that the owners had given up
hope of ever hearing more of the ‘Betsy-Jane,” and
had sent in their claim upon the Underwriters. Now
that he was gone for ever, she first felt a yearning,
longing love for the kind cousin, the dear friend,
the sympathizing protector, whom she should never
see again; — first felt a passionate desire to show
him his child, whom she had hitherto rather craved
to have all to herself — her own sole possession.
Her grief was, however, noiseless, and quiet—rather
to the scandal of Mrs. Wilson; who bewailed her
stepson as if he and she had always lived together
in perfect harmony, and who evidently thought it
her duty to burst into fresh tears at every strange
face she saw; dwelling on his poor young widow's
desolate state, and the helplessness of the fatherless
child, with an unction, as if she liked the excitement
of the sorrowful story.

So passed away the first days of Alice’s widow-
hood. By-and-by things subsided into their natural
and tranquil course. But, as if this young creature
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viding the rest with Alice’s remaining two hundred
pounds. Mrs. Wilson was herself a Manchester
woman, and naturally longed to return to her native
town; some connections of her own, too, at that time
required lodgings, for which they were willing to
pay pretty handsomely. Alice undertook the active
superintendence and superior work of the household;
Norah, willing, faithful Norah, offered to cook,
scour, do anything in short, so that she might but
remain with them.

The plan succeeded. For some years, their first
lodgers remained with theim, and all went smoothly,
— with the one sad exception of the little girl's in-
creasing deformity. Iow that mother loved that
child, it is not for words to tell!

Then came a break of misforlune. Their lodgers
left, and no one succeeded to them. After some
months, it became necessary to remove to a smaller
house; and Alice’s tender conscience was torn by the
idea that she ought not to be a burden to her
mother-in-law, but to go out and seek her own
maintenance. And leave her child! The thought
came like the sweeping hoom of a funeral bell over
her heart.

By-and-by, Mr. Openshaw came to lodge with
them. MHe had started in life as the errand-boy and
sweeperout of a warehouse; had struggled up through
all the grades of employment in it, fighting his way
through the “hard striving Manchester life with
strong, pushing energy of character. KEvery spare
moment of time had been sternly given yp to self-
teaching. He was a capital accountant, 8 goed
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been exceedingly discordant to his active, energetic
nature. But, when he found out the punctuality
with which his wishes were attended to, and her
work was done; when he was called in the morning
at the very stroke of the clock, his shaving-water
scalding hot, his fire bright, his coffee made exactly
as his peculiar fancy dictated, (for he was a man
who had his theory about everything based upon
what he knew of science, and often perfectly original)
— then he began to think: not that Alice had any
peculiar merit, but that he had got into remarkably
good lodgings; his restlessness wore away, and he
began to consider himself as almost settled for life
in them.

Mr. Openshaw had been too busy, all his days,
to be introspective. He did not know that he had
any tenderness in his nature; and if he had become
consgious of its abstract existence, he would have
considered it as a manifestation of disease in some
part of him. But he was decoyed into pity un-
awares; and pity led on to tenderness. That little
helpless child — always carried about by one of the
three busy women of the house, or else patiently
threading coloured beads in the chair from which,
by no effort of its own, could it ever move, — the
great grave blue eyes, full of serious, not uncheer-
ful, expression, giving to the small delicate face a
look beyond its years, — the soft plaintive voice
dropping out but few words, so unlike the continual
prattle of a child, — caught Mr. Openshaw’s atten-
tion in spite of himself. One day — he half scorned
himself for doing so — he cut short his dinner-hour
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child, soon assumed the more dangerous form of
interest in the mother. He was aware of this change
of feeling, — despised himself for it, — struggled
with it; nay, internally yielded to it and cherished
it, long before he suffered the slightest expression of
it, by word, action, or look to escape him. He
watched Alice’s docile, obedient ways to her step-
mother; the love which she had inspired in therough
Norah (roughened by the wear and tear of sorrow
and years); but, above all, he saw the wild, deep,
passionate affection existing between her and her
child. They spoke little to any one else, or when
any one else was by; but, when alone together, they
talked, and murmured, and cooed, and chattered so
continually, that Mr. Openshaw first wondered what
they could find to say to each other, and next be-
came irritated because they were always so grave
and silent with him. All this time he was perpetu-
ally devising small new pleasures for the child. His
thoughts ran, in a pertinacious way, upon the de-
solate life before her; and often he came back from
his day’s work loaded with the very thing Alice had
been longing for, but had not been able to procure.
One time, it was a little chair for drawing the little
_sufferer along the streets; and, many an evening that
following summer, Mr. Openshaw drew her along
himself, regardless of the remarks of his acquaint-
ances. One day in autumn, he put down his news-
paper, as Alice came in with the breakfast, and said,
in as indifferent-a voice as he could assume: —
“Mrs. Frank, is there any reason why we two
should not put up our horses together?”
. Cousin Phillis, elc. 18
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you have me to be thy wedded husband, and serve
me, and Iove me, and honour me, and all that sort
of thing? Because, if you will, I will do as much
by you, and be a father to your child — and that’s
more than is put in the Prayer-book. Now, I'm a
man of my word; and what I say, I feel; and what
I promise, I'll do. Now, for your answer!”

Alice was silent. He began to make the tea, as
if her reply was a matter of perfect !indifference to
him; but, as soon as that was done, he became im-
patient.

“Well?” said he.

“How long, sir, may I have to think over it?”

“Three minutes!” (looking at his watch). *“You’ve
had two already — that makes five. Be a sensible
woman, say Yes, and sit down to tea with me, and
we'll talk it over together; for, after tea, I shall be
busy; say No” (he hesitated a moment to try and
"keep his voice in the same tone), “and I shan't say
another word about it, but pay up a year’s rent for
my rooms to-morrow, and be off. Time’s up! Yes
or no?”

“If you please, sir, — you have been so good
to little Ailsie —”

" “There, sit down comfortably by me on the sofa,
and let us have our tea together. I am glad to find
you are as good and sensible as I took you for.”

And this was Alice Wilson’s second wooing. *

Mr. Openshaw’s will was too strong, and his eir-
cumstances too good, for him not to carry all before
him. He settled Mrs. Wilson in a comfortable house
of her own, and made her quite independent of

18*
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Alice’s no longer retaining the appellation of Mamma,
but becoming henceforward Mother), by his healthy
cheerfulness of manner, his clear decision of purpose,
his odd turns and quirks of humour, added to his
real strong love for the helpless little girl, infused a
new element of brightness and confidence into her
life; and, though her back remained the same, her
general health was strengthened, and Alice — never
going beyond a smile herself — had the pleasure of
seeing her child taught to laugh.

As for Alice’s own life, it was happier than it
had ever been before. Mr. Openshaw required no
demonstration, no expressions of affection from her.
Indeed, these would rather have disgusted him. Alice
could love deeply, but could not talk about it. The
perpetual requirement of loving words, looks, and
caresses, and misconstruing their absence into absence
of love, had been the great trial -of her former mar-
ried life. Now, all went on clear and straight,
under the guidance of her husband’s strong sense,
warm heart, and powerful will. Year by year, their
worldly prosperity increased. At Mrs. Wilson'’s death,
Norah came back to them, as nurse to the newly-
born little Edwin; into which post she was not in-
stalled without a pretty strong oration on the part of
the proud and happy father; who declared that if
he found out that Norah ever tried soscreen the boy
by a falsehood, or to make him nesh either in body
or mind, she should go that very day. Norah and
Mr. Openshaw were not on the most thoroughly cor-
dial terms; neither of them fully recog'mzmg or ap-
preciating the other’s best qualities.
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‘For some time after Mr. and Mrs. Chadwick ar-
., rived at the Openshaws’ there was no opportunity
for wearing this brooch; but at length they obtained
an order to see Buckingham Palace, and the spirit
of loyalty demanded that Mrs. Chadwick should wear
her best clothes in visiting the abode of Ler sovereign.
On her return, she hastily changed her dress; for
Mr. Openshaw had planned that they should go to
Richmond, drink tea, and return by moonlight. Ac-
cordingly, about five o’clock, Mr. and Mrs. Openshaw
and Mr. and Mrs. Chadwick set off.

The housemaid and cook sat below, Norah hardly
knew where. She was always engrossed in the nursery,
in tending her two children, and in sitting by the
restless, excitable Ailsie till she fell asleep. By-and-
by, the housemaid Bessy tapped gently at the
door. Norah went to her, and they spoke in whispers.

“Nurse! there’s some one down stairs wants
“Wants me! Who is it?”

“A gentleman —"

“A gentleman? Nonsense!”

“Well! aman, then, and he asks for you, and he
rang at the front-door bell, and has walked into the
dining-room.”

“You should never have let him,” exclaimed
Norah, “master and missus out —”

“I did not want him to come in; but, when he
heard you lived here, he walked past me, and sat
down on the first chair, and said, ‘Tell her to come
and speak to me.” There is no gas lighted in the
room, and supper is all set out.”

ou.
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“She is dead!” He hung on Norah’s words and

looks, as if for confirmation or contradiction.

“What shall I do?” groaned Norah. “O, sir!
why did you come? how did you find me out? where
have you been? We thought you dead, we did in-
deed!” She poured out words and questions to gain
time, as if time would help her.

“Norah! answer me this question straight, by yes
or no— Is my wife dead?”

. “No, she is not!” said Norah, slowly and heav-
ily.
“0, what a relief! Did she receive my letters?

But perhaps you don’t know. Why did you leave

her? Where isshe? O, Norah, tell me all quickly!”

“Mr. Frank!” said Norah at last, almost driven
to bay by her terror lest her mistress should return
at any moment, and find him there — unable to con-
sider what was best to be done or said — rushing at
something decisive, because she could not endure her
present state: “Mr. Frank! we never heard a line
from you, and the shipowners said you had gone down,
you and every one else. We thought you were dead,
if ever man was, and poor Miss Alice and her little
sick, helpless child! O, sir, you must guess it,”
cried the poor creature at last, bursting out into a
passionate fit of erying, “for indeed I cannot tell it.
But it was no one's fault. God help us all this
night!”

Norah had sat down. She trembled too much to
stand. He took her hands in his. He squeezed
them hard, as if, by physical pressure, the truth
could be wrung out. ‘
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“I dont care for your master and mistress. If
your master is a man, he must feel for me — poor
ship-wrecked sailor that I am — kept for years a
prisoner amongst savages, always, always, always think-
ing of my wife and my home — dreaming of her by
night, talking to her, though she could not hear, by
day. I loved her more than all heaven and earth put
together. Tell me where she is, this instant, you
wretched woman, who salved over her wickedness to
her, as you do to me!”

The clock struck ten. Desperate positions re-
quire desperate measures.

“If you will leave the house now, I will come to
you to-morrow and tell you all. What is more, you
shall see your child now. She lies sleeping up-stairs.
O, sir, you have a child, you do not know that as
yet — a little weakly girl — with just a heart and
soul beyond her years. We have reared her up with
such care! We watched her, for we thought for many
a year she might die any day, and we tended her,
and no hard thing has come near her, and no rough
word has ever been said to her. And now you come
and will take her life into your hand, and will erush
it. Strangers to her have been kind to her; but her
own father — Mr. Frank, I am her nurse, and I
love her, and I tend her, and I would do anything
for her that I could. Her mother’s heart beats as
hers beats; and, if she suffers a pain, her mother
trembles all over. If she is happy, it is her mother
that smiles and is glad. If she is growing stronger,
her mother is healthy: if she dwindles, her mother
languishes. If she dies — well, I don’t know: it is
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more time, even for prayer, in her extremity of fear;
for surely the next moment would bring her mistress
home. She took him forcibly by the arm; but, as
he was going, his eye lighted on the other bed: he
stopped. Intelligence came back into his face. His
hands clenched.

“His child?” he asked.

“Her child,” replied Norah. “God watches over
him,” said she instinctively; for Frank’s looks excited
her fears, and she needed to remind herself of the
Protector of the helpless.

“God has not watched over me,” he said, in
despair; his thoughts apparently recoiling on his own
desolate, deserted state. But Norah had no time for
pity. To-morrow she would be as compassionate as
her heart prompted. At length she guided him
down-stairs, and shut the outer door, and bolted it
—- a8 if by bolts to keep out facts.

Then she went back into the dining-room, and
effaced all.traces of his presence, as far as she could.
She went up-stairs to the nursery and sat there, her
head on her hand, thinking what was to come of all
this misery. It seemed to her very long before her
master and mistress returned; yet it was hardly eleven
o'clock. She heard the loud, hearty Lancashire
voices on the stairs; and, for the first time, she
understood the contrast of the desolation of the poor
man who -had so lately gone forth in lonely despair.

It almost put her out of patience to see Mrs.
Openshaw come in, calmly smiling, handsomely
dressed, happy, easy, to inquire after her children.
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mother” (half angrily, as Mrs. Openshaw shook her
head in smiling incredulity).

“Well! we will ask Norah when she comes,”
said Mrs. Openshaw, soothingly. “But we won't
talk any more about him now. Itis not five o’clock;
it is too early for you to get up. Shall I fetch you
a book and read to you?”

“Don’t leave me, mother,” said the child, cling-
ing to her. So Mrs. Openshaw sat on the bedside
talking to Ailsie, and telling her of what they had
done at Richmond the evening before, until the little
girl's eyes slowly closed and she once more fell
asleep.

“What was the matter?” asked Mr. Openshaw,
as his wife returned to bed.

“Ailsie wakened up in a fright, with some story
of a man having been in the room to say his prayers,
— a dream, I suppose.” And no more was said at
the time.

Mrs. Openshaw had almost forgotten the whole
affair when she got up about seven o’clock. But,
by-and-by, she heard a sharp altercation going on
in the Nursery — Norah speaking angrily to Ailsie,
a most unusual thing. Both Mr. and Mrs. Openshaw
listened in astonishment.

“Hold your tongue, Ailsie! let me hear none of
your dreams; never let me hear you tell that story
again!” Ailsie began to cry.

Mr. Openshaw opened the door of communication,
before his wife could say a word.

“Norah, come here!”
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“Now, my little woman must be reasonable,”
said Mr. Openshaw, who was always patient with
Ailsie. “There was no man in the house last night
at all. No man comes into the house, as you know, -
if you think; much less goes up into the nursery.
But sometimes we dream something has happened,
and the dream is so like reality, that you are not
the first person, little woman, who has stood out
that the thing has really happened.”

“But, indeed it was not a dream!” said Ailsie,
beginning to cry.

Just then Mr. and Mrs. Chadwick came down,
looking grave and discomposed. All during break-
fast time, they were silent and uncomfortable. As
soon as the breakfast things were taken-away, and
the children had been carried up-stairs, Mr. Chad-
wick began, in an evidently preconcerted manner,
to inquire if his nephew was certain that all his
servants were honest; for, that Mrs. Chadwick had
that morning missed a very valuable brooch, which
she had worn the day before. She remembered
taking it off when she came home from Buckingham
Palace. Mr. Openshaw’s face contracted into hard
lines: grew like what it was before he had known
his wife and her child. He rang the bell, even be-
fore his uncle had done speaking. It was answered
by the housemaid.

“Mary, was any one here last night, while we
were away?”

‘A man, sir, came to speak to Norah.”

“To speak to Norah! Who was he? How long
did* he stay?”

Coussn Phllis, ete. 19

N
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that she would take care of the children in the
meanwhile.

Norah rose to go, without a word. Her thoughts
were these:

“If they tear me to pieces, they shall never
know through me. He may come, — and then,
just Lord have mercy upon us all! for some of us
are dead folk to a certainty. But e shall do it; not
me.”

You may fancy, now, her look of determination,
as she faced her master alone in the dining-room;
Mr. and Mrs. Chadwick having left the affair in their
nephew’s hands, seeing that he took it up with such
vehemence.

"“Norah! Who was that man that came to my
house last night?”

“Man, sir!” As if infinitely surprised; but it
was only to .gain time.

“Yes; the man that Mary let in; that she went
up-stairs to the nursery to tell you about; that you
came down to speak to; the same chap, I make no
doubt, that you took into the nursery to have your
talk out with; the one Ailsie saw, and afterwards
dreamed about; thinking, poor wench! she saw him
say his prayers, when nothing, I'll be bound, was
further from his thoughts; the one that took Mrs.
Chadwick’s brooch, value ten pounds. Now, Norah!
Don’t go off. I'm as sure, as my name’s Thomas
Openshaw, that you knew nothing of this robbery.
But I do think you've been imposed on, and that’s
the truth. Some good-for-nothing chap has been
making up to you, and you've been just like all

19%*
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we know that you, and Mary, and cook, are honest;
but you refuse to tell us who the man is. Indeed,
you've told ome lie already about him, saying no
one was here last night. Now, I just put it to you,
what do you think a policeman would say to this,
or a magistrate? A magistrate would soon make
you tell the truth, my good woman.”

“There’s never the creature born that should get
it out of me,” said Norah. ‘“Not unless I choose to
tell.”

“I've a great mind to see,” said Mr. Openshaw,
growing angry at the defiance. Then, checking him-
self, he thought before he spoke again:

“Norah, for your missus’s sake I don’t want to
go to extremities. Be a sensible woman, if you can.
. It’s no great disgrace, after all, to have been taken
in. I ask you once more — as a friend — who
was this man that you let into my house last
night?” ,

No answer. He repeated the question in an im-
patient tone. Still no answer. Norah’s lips were set
in determination not to speak.

“Then there is but one thing to be done. I shall
send for a policeman.”

“You will not,” said Norah, starting forward.
“You shall not, sir! No policeman shall touch me.
I know nothing of the brooch, but I know this: ever
since I was four-and-twenty, I have thought more of
your wife than of myself: ever since I saw her, a
poor motherless girl, put upon in her uncle’s house,
I have thought more of serving her than of serving
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is not the way in which an honest person would
have acted.”

Mr. Openshaw kept silence. He was sorely per-
plexed. But Mrs. Openshaw turned round on Mr.
Chadwick, with a sudden fierceness no one ever saw
in her before. '

“You don’t know Norah, uncle! She is gone
because she is deeply hurt at being suspected. Oh,

I wish I had seen her — that I had spoken to her -

myself. She would have told me anything.” Alice
wrung her hands,

“I must confess,” continued Mr. Chadwick to
his nephew, in a lower voice, “I can’t make you
‘out. You used to be a word and a blow, and
oftenest the blow first; and now, when there is every
cause for suspicion, you just do mnought. Your
missus is & very good woman, I grant; but she may
have been put upon as well as other folk, I sup-
pose. If you don’t send for the police, I shall.”

“Very well,” replied Mr. Openshaw, surlily. “I
can’t clear Norah. She won’t clear herself, as I
believe she might if she would. Only I wash my
hands of it; for I am sure the woman herself is
honest, and she’s lived a long time with my wife,
and I don’t like her to come to shame.”

“But she will then be forced to clear herself.
That, at any rate, will be a good thing.”

“Very well, very well! I am heart-sick of the
whole business. Come, Alice, come up to the babies;
they’ll be in a sore way. I tell you, uncle,” he said,
turning round once more to Mr. Chadwick, suddenly
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showing his authority (which made the landlady ap-
plaud herself a good deal for having locked her in),
he went back to the police-station to report his pro-
ceedings. He could have taken her directly; but his
object was, if possible, to trace out the man who was
supposed to have committed the robbery. Then he
heard of the discovery of the brooch; and conse-
quently did not care to return.

Norah slept till even the summer evening began
to close in. Then started up. Some one was at the
door. It would be Mr. Frank; and she dizzily pushed
back her ruffled grey hair, which had fallen over her
eyes, and stood looking to see him. Instead, there
came in Mr. Openshaw and a policeman.

“This is Norah Kennedy,” said Mr. Openshaw.

“Q, sir,” said Norah, “I did not touch the
brooch; indeed I did not. O, sir, I cannot live to
be thought so badly of;” and very sick and faint,
she suddenly sank down on the ground. To her
surprise, Mr. Openshaw raised her up very tenderly.
Even the policeman helped to lay her on the sofa;
and, at Mr. Openshaw’s desire, he went for some
wine and sandwiches; for the poor gaunt woman
lay there almost as if dead with weariness and ex-
haustion.

“Norah,” said Mr. Openshaw, in his kindest
voice, ‘“the brooch is found. It was hanging to
Mrs. Chadwick’s gown. I beg your pardon. Most
truly I beg your pardon, for having troubled you
about it. My wife is almost broken-hearted. Eat,
Norah, — or, stay, first drink this glass of wine,”
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“To say who it is. It is always done, in order
that some reason may be discovered for the ‘suicide
— if suicide it was. — I make no doubt, he was
the man who came to see you at our house last
night. — It is very sad, I know.” He made pauses
between each little clause, in order to try and bring
back her senses, which he feared were wandering —
so wild and sad was her look. :

“Master Openshaw,” said she, at last, “I've a
dreadful secret to tell you — only you must never
breathe it to any one, and you and I must hide it
away for ever. I thought to have done it all by
myself, but I see I cannot. Yon poor man — yes!
the dead, drowned creature is, I fear, Mr. Frank,
my mistress’s first husband!”

Mr. Openshaw sat down, as if shot. He did not
speak; but, after a while, he signed to Norah to
go on.

‘“He came to me the other night — when —
God be thanked! you were all away at Richmond.
He asked me if his wife was dead or alive. I was
a brute, and thought more of your all coming home
than of his sore trial: I spoke oyt sharp, and said
she was married again, and very content and happy:
I all but turned him away: and now he lies dead
and cold.”

“God forgive me!” said Mr. Openshaw.

“@God forgive us alll” said Norah. “Yon poor
man needs forgiveness, perhaps, less than any one
among us. He had been among the savages —
shipwrecked — I know not what — and he had
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they never named the subject again, the one to the
other.

Norah went home to Alice the next day. Not a

word was said on the cause of her abrupt departure
a day or two before. Alice had been charged by
her husband, in his letter, not to allude to the sup-
posed theft of the brooch; so she, implicitly obedient
to those whom she loved both by nature and habit,
was entirely silent on the subject, only treated Norah
with the most tender respect, as if to make up for
unjust suspicion.
- Nor did Alice inquire into the reason why Mr.
Openshaw had been absent during his uncle and
aunt's visit, after he had once said that it was un-
avoidable. He came back grave and quiet; and
from that time forth was curiously changed. More
thoughtful, and perhaps less active; quite as decided
in conduct, but with new and different rules for the
guidance of that conduct. Towards Alice he could
hardly be more kind than he had always been; but
he now seemed to.look upon her as some one
sacred, and to be treated with reverence, as well
a3 tenderness. He throve in business, and made a
large fortune, one half of which was settled upon
her.

Long years after these events — a few months
after her mother died — Ailsie and her “father”
(as she always called Mr. Openshaw), drove to a
cemetery a little way out of town, and she was
carried to a certain mound by her maid, who was
then sent back to the carriage. There was a head-
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stone, with F. W. and a date upon it. That was
all. Sitting by the grave, Mr. Openshaw told her
the story; and for the sad fate of that poor father
whom she had never seen, he shed the only tears
she ever saw fall from his eyes.

THE END.
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